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' NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 


OF THE 


CALEDONI AN HUNT. © 


My Lords, and Gentlemen, 


"A SCOTTISH Bard, proud of the 
name, and whoſe higheſt ambition is to 
ſing in his Country's ſervice, Where ſhall 
he ſo properly look for patronage as to 
_ © theilluftrious Names of his native Land; 
thoſe who bear the honours and inherit 
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\the 1 virtues of their 8 The 
Poetic Genius of my Country found me 
as the prophetic bard Elijah did Eliſha— 
at the plough ; - and threw her inſpiring 


loves, the joys, the rural ſoenes and rural 
pleaſures of my natal Soil, in my native 
tongue: I tuned my wild, artleſs notes, 


as ſhe inſpired. 


donia, and lay my Songs under your 
honoured protection: I now obey her 
dictates. | 


* 


„ Though much indebted to your 697 
"peſo, I do not, approach you, my Lords 
and Gerfflemen, in.the uſual ſtite of de- 
dication, to thank you for paſt favours; : 
that path. is fo hackneyed by proſtituied 
Abenming. that honeſt Ruſticity ãs aſnamed 


mantle over me. She bade me fing the 


She whiſpered me to 


come to this ancient metropolis of Cale. 
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ol it. Nor do I preſent this Addreſs with 
the venal ſoul of a ſervile Author, look- 
ing for a continuation of thoſe favours: : 
I was bred. to the Plough, and am inde- 
pendent. I come to claim the common 


Scottiſh name with you, my illuſtrious 
|  Evuntrymen and to tell the world that 


I glory in the title. I come to congratu- 


late my Country, that the blood of her 


ancient heroes ſtill runs: uncontaminated.; 
and that from your, courage, knowledge, 
and public ſpirit, ſhe may expect pro- 


tection, wealth, and liberty.—In the laſt 


place, I come to proffer my warmeſt 
wiſhes to the Great Fountain of Honour, 
the Monarch of the Univerſe, for your 
welfare and happineſs. 


When you go forth to waken the 
Echoes, in the ancient and favourite 
&A 3 amuſement 


11 


T9! 
amuſement. of your Forefathers, may 
Pleaſure ever be of your party ; and may 


Social. joy await your return! When ha- 
raſſed in courts or camps with the juſtlings 


of bad men and bad meaſures, may the 
| honeſt conſciouſneſs of injured Worth 


attend your return to your native Seats; 
and may Domeſtic Happineſs, with a 
ſmiling welcome, meet you at your gates ! 
May Corruption ſhrink at your kindling 
indignant glance; and may tyranny in 
the Ruler, and licentioufneſs in the Peo- 
ple, equally find you an nexorable foe - | 


I have the honour to be, 

With che fincereſt gratitude and higheit reges, 

My Lon ps and GENTLEMEN, 
Your moſt devoted humble ſervant, 

ROBERT. BURNS. 


EptxBURGH, 
April, 4, 178). 
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Extract from the LOUNGER, No. 97, 
lately publiſhed in Edinburgh. 


« F : | | | 
'Rorrxr BurNS, an Ayrhire 


4 ' Ploughman, whoſe Poems were ſome time 
a ago publiſhed in a country town in the Weſt 
1M -of Scotland, with no other ambition, it would 
E | ſeem, than to circulate among the inhabitants 
1 of the county where he was born, to obtain a 
. little ſame from thoſe who had heard of his 


talents — It is to be hoped, I do not aſſume too 
much, if I endeavour to place him in a higher 
point of view; to call for a verdict of his coun- | 
try on the merit of his works, and to claim for 
him thoſe honours which their excellencies ap- 


pears to deſerve. 


« In mentioning. the circumſtance of his 
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humble ſtation, I mean not to reſt his pre- 


tenſions ſolely on that title, or to urge the 
N merits 
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merits of his poetry when conſidered in re- 
lation to the lowneſs of his birth, and the 


little opportunity of improvement which his 


education could afford : Theſe particulars, 


indeed, might excite our wonder at his. pro- 
ductions; but his poetry, conſidered abſtract- 
edly, and without the apologies ariſing from 


bis ſituation, ſecms fully entitled to command 


our feelings, and to obtain our applauſe. 


« It is not my intention to point out the 
various beauties interſperſed in the follow- 


ing poems; the candid and diſcerning reader 


Fill eaſily perceive, with what uncommon 
penetration and ſagacity this Heaven taught 


Ploughman, from his humble and unlettered 


ſtation, has looked. upon men and. manners. 


 « ByRNs poſleſſes the ſpirit as well as the 


fancy of a poet. That honeſt pride and, in- 
dependence of foul, which are ſometimes the 


Muſe's only dower, break forth on every 


ercahon 
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from ſome of his countrymen, that he has 
been obliged to form the reſolution of leav- 
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occaſion in his works. It may be, then, F 


ſhall wrong his feelings, while I indulge my 
own, in calling the attention of | the public to 


his ſituation and circumſtances. That condi- 
tion, humble as it was, in which. he found 
content, and wooed the Muſe, might not have 
been deemed uncomfortable; but grief and mis- 
fortune have reached him there; and one or 
two of his poems hint, what I have learned. 


* 


ing his native land, to ſeek under a Weſt⸗ 
Indian clime, that ſhelter and ſupport which 
Scotland has denied bim. But I truſt means 
may be found to prevent this reſolution ſrom 


taking place; and that ] do my country no more 


than juſtice, when I ſuppoſe her ready to ſtretch 


out her hand to cheriſh and retain this na- 


I tive poet, whoſe © cod-notes wild,” poſſeſſes 
fo much excellence, 


— 


* To repair the wrongs of ſuffering or 
neglected merit; to call forth genius from the 


obſcurity. 
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1 obſcurity n which it had pined ind gnant, and 


place St where it may profit or delight the 


World; theſe are exertions which give to wealth 
an enviable ſuperiority; to greatneſs and to 4 
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I in that place o' Scotland's iſle, | 

That bears the name of Auld King Coil, 

1 Upon a bonie day in June, | 

When wearing thro' the afternoon, 

Twa Dogs, that were na thrang at hame, 

4 . . Forgather'd ance upon a time. : 


The firſt II name, they ca'd him Ceſar, 


* Was keepit for his Honor's pleaſure; 


B 
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His hair, his ſize, his mouth, his lugs, - 4 
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs, 
But whalpit ſome place far abroad, 
Where ſailors gang to fiſſi for Cod. 


: His locked, letter'd, braw braſs collar ; 1 
'' Shew'd him the gentleman and ſcholar bl 
| But though he was o' high degree, | 94 
The fient a pride na pride had he, = J 
But wad hae ſpent an hour careflin, | 7 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler- gypſey's meſſin: . 34 
At kirk or market, mill or ſiniddie, = 
Nea tawted tyke, tho! &er fac duddie, | a BA. 
But he wad ſtan't, as glad to ſee him, 5 3 5 
An' ſtroan't on ſtanes an' hillocks wi' him. B 
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The tither was a ploughman's collie, by 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, ; 8 1 
Wha for his friend and comrade had him, 0 | 1 | 
And in his freaks had Zuath ca'd him, It 
After ſome dog in Highland ſang “, "A 
Was made lang ſyne, Lord knows how lang. 1 
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He was a gaſh an? fat e, 1 
As ever lap a ſheugh or dike. 3K 
His honeſt, ſonſie, baws'nt face, | 1 1 

Ay gat him friends in ilka place; | | "2 
His breaſt was white, his touzie back | | 
Weel clad w!' coat o' gloſſy black; 
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His gaucie tail, wi' upward curl, 
Hung owre his hurdies w! a ſwirl. 


Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither, 
Ar? unco pack an thick thegither ; 
Wi' ſocial noſe whyles ſnuff d an' ſnowkit ; 
Whyles mice and moudieworts they howkit ; 


Whyles ſcour'd awa in lang excurſion, 


An' worry'd ither in diverſion ; 

Till tir'd at laſt wr! mony a farce, 
They fat them down upon their a—, 
An' there began a lang digreſſion 
About the lords o' the creation. 


C. KE S AR. 

I've aften wonder'd, honeſt Luath, 
What ſort o' life poor dogs like you have 
An' when the gentry's life I ſaw, 


What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 


Our Laird gets in his racked rents, 
His coals, his kain, an' a' his. ſtents: 
He riſes when he likes himſel; 
His flunkies anſwer at the bel! ; 
He ca's his coach ; he ca's his horſe ; 
He draws a bonie ſilken purſe 
As lang's my tail, whare, thro' the ſtecks, 
The ä letter'd Geordie keeks. 


Ba 
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Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toiling, 
At baking, roaſting, frying, boiling ; 

An' tho' the gentry firſt are ſtechin, 
Yet ev'n the ha” folk fill their pechan | A 
WY? ſauce, ragouts, an' fic like traſhtrie, * : 
- That's little ſhort o downright waſtrie. 
Our Whipper-in, wee, blaſtit wonner, 9 
Poor, worthleſs elf, it eats a dinner, | 4 
Better than ony tenant man , 
His Honor has in a' the Jan ; | 

An' what poor cot- folk pit their painch | in, 
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I own it's paſt my comprehenſion. f 
. 75 
Trowth, Cæſar, whyles their faltet ge \ 

A cotter howkin in a ſheugh, y 

Wy dirty ſtanes biggin a dyke, 

Baring a quarry, an' fic like, 

Himſel, a wife, he thus ſuſtains, f 

A ſmytrie o' wee duddie weans, 

An' nought but his han” darg, to keep i 
Them right an' tight in thack an' rape. | . 

An' when they meet wi' fair difaſters, 3 


Like loſs o' health or want o' maſters, 

Ve maiſt wad think, a wee touch langer, 
An' they maun ſtarve o cauld and hunger: 
But how it comes, I never kend yet, 
They're maiſtly wonderfu' contented 5 


a 
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An' buirdly chiels, an' clever hizzies, 
Are bred in ſic a way as this is. | 


| CS AR. 

But then, to ſee how ye'es negleckit, 
How huff d, an' cuff' d, an' diſreſpeckit! 
L—9, man, our gentry care as little 
For delvers, ditchers, an' ſic cattle; 
They gang as ſaucy by poor folk, 

As I wad by a ſtinking brock. 


Pve notic'd on our Laird's court-cay, 
An' mony a time my heart's been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, ſcant o' caſh, 

How they maun thole a ſactor's ſnaſh ; 
He'll ſtamp an' threaten, curſe an' ſwear, 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear; 
While they maun ſtan', wi' aſpect humble, 
An' hear it a', an' fear an tremble { | 


I ſee how folk live that hae riches ; 
But ſurely poor folk maun be wretches ! 


LV 

They're no ſae wretched's ane wad think; 
Tho' conſtantly on poortith's brink, 

They're ſae accuſtom'd wi' the ſight, 

They view o't gies them little fright, 


wes | * 
| Then chance and fortune are ſae guided, 
They'r ay in leſs or mair provided; 


An' tho' fatigu'd wi' cloſe employment, 
A blink o' reſt's a ſweet enjoyment. 


The deareſt comfort o' their lives, 

Their gruſhie weans an' faithfu' wives; 
The prattling things are juſt their pride, 
That ſweetens a' their fire-ſide, 


An' whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies unco happy ; 
They lay aſide their private cares, 
To mind the Kirk and State affairs; 
They'll talk o' patronage an' prieſts, 
Wy? kindling fury 1 their breaſts, 
Or tell what new taxation's comin, 


An' ferlie at the folk in Loren. 


As bleak-fac'd Hallowmas returns, 
They get the jovial ranting Kirns, 
When rural life, of ev'ry ſtation, 

Unite in common recreation 
Love blinks, Wit flaps, an' focial Mirth 
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth. 


That merry day the year begins, 
They bar the door on froſty wins; 
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The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream, 

An' ſheds a heart - inſpir ing fteam ; 

The luntin pipe, an' ſneeſhin mill, 

Are handed round wi' right guid will; 
The cantie auld folks crackin crouſe, 
The young anes ranting thro' the houſe— 
My heart has been ſae fain to ſee thew, 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 


Sill it's owre true that ye hae ſaid, 
Sic game is now owre aſten play'd ; 
There's monie a creditable ſtock 
O' decent, honeſt, fawſont folk, 

Are riven out baith root an' branch, 
Some raſcal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
Wha thinks to knit himſel the faſter 

In favor wi' ſome gentle Mafter, 

Wha ablins thrang a parliamentin, 

For Britain's guid his ſaul indentin 


2 * 8 A R. 
Haith, lad, ye little ken about it ; 

For Britain's guid! guid faith ! I doubt it. 
Say, rather, gaun as Premiers lead him, 
An' ſaying aye or no 's they bid him: 
At Operas an Plays para ding, 
Mortgaging, gambling, maſquerading: 
Or maybe, in a frolic daft, 
To Hague or Calais taks a waſt, 


[8 ] 


To mak a tour an' tak a whirl, 
To learn bon ton an' ſee the worl. 


There, at Vienna or Verſailles, 
He rives his father's auld entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the rout, 
To thrum guittars an' fecht wi' nowt; 
Or down Italian Viſta ſtartles, 
Wh-re-hunting amang groves o' myrtles: 
Then bouſes drumlie German water, 
To mas. himſel look fair and fatter, 
An' clear the conſequential ſorrows, 
Love-gifts of Carnival Signioras. 


For Britain's guid ! for her deſtruction! 
Wi' diſſipation, feud an' faction; | 


L. UA FH. 

HFech man! dear firs! is that the gate 
They waſte ſae mony a braw eſtate ! - 
Are we ſae foughten and haraſs d 
For gear to gang that gate at Jaſt ! 


O would they ſtay aback frae courts, 
An' pleaſe themſels wi' countra ſports, | . 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better, | 
The Laird, the Tenant, an' the 1 8 
For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies, | 
Fient haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows ; 
Except for breakin o their timmer, 
Or ſpeakin lightly o their Limmer, 


. 
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Or ſhootin o' a hare or moorcock, 
The ne er- a· bit they” re il to poor folk. 


But will ye tell me, 1 Ceſar, 
Sure great folks life's a life o* pleaſure ? 
Nae cauld nor hunger e'er can ſteer them, 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 


= CASAR. 
. L- d, man, were ye but whyles whare I am, 
| The gentles ye wad ne'er envy em. 


It's true, they need na ſtarve or ſweat, 
Thro' Winter's cauld, or Simmer's heat; 
They've nae fair wark to craze their banes, 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes ; 
8 But human bodies are fic fools, 
| Por a' their colleges and ſchools, 
That when nae real ills perplex them, 
They mak enow themſelves to vex them ; 
An' ay the leſs they hae to ſturt them, 
In like proportion, leſs will hurt them. 4 
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A country fellow at the pleugh, 
His acre's till'd, he's right enough; 
A country girl at her wheel, 
Her dizzen's done, ſhe's unco weel : 
But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warſt, 
WY ev'n down want o' wark are curſt. 
1 They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy; 
= IVE deil haet.ails them, yet uneaſy ; 
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„ 
Their days inſipid, dull, an' taſteleſs, 
Their nights unquiet, lang, and reſtleſs. 


An ev'n their ſports, their balls, an' races, 
Their galloping thro' public places, 
There's ſic parade, ſic pomp, an' art, 
The joy can ſcarcely reach the heart. 


The Men caſt out in party-matches, 
Then ſowther a' in deep debauches. 
Ae night, they're mad wr drink an' wh-ring, 
Nieſt day their life is paſt enduring. 


The Ladies arm-in-arm in cluſters, 

As great an' gracious a' as ſiſters; 

But here their abſent thoughts o ither, 79 

They're a' run deils an' jads thegither. WE: 

Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an' platie, 

They ſip the ſcanda] potion pretty; 

Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks, 

Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks ; 

Stake on a chance a farmer's ſtackyard, 

An' cheat like ony unhang'd blackguard. 
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There's ſome exceptions, man an women ; ; 
But this is Gentry's life in common. ES 


Xe 


By this, the fun was out of fight, 
An' darker gloamin brought the night: 
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Ek * 
The zum-cloc humm'd wi? lazy drone, 
The kye ſtood rowtin b the loan; 
When up they gat an' ſhook their lugs, 
Rejoic'd they were na men, but dogs; 
An' each took aff his ſeveral way, 
Reſoly'd to meet ſome ither day. 


„FFC 


Gie him frong drink until he wink, 
That's finking in deſpair ; 
An liquor guid to fire his bluid, 
That's preſt wi grief an' care : 
There let him houſe an' deep carouſe, 
Mi bumpers flowing ver, | 
Till he forgets his loves or debts, _ 


B An minds his griefs no more. 


= 
EE Eo a 22; \ : - 
„ — — FM i on 1 ETON: ee ff me _ 1 
—— — 2 — 
— R Ae * * Wann * — nag; n 
* 8 _ 9 —— W 5 . n 
8 R 4 N ; 77 * 1 a”, 
7 7 nh 2 
. 


SoLOMON's PROVEKBS, xxxi. 6. 7. 


* E T other Poets raiſe a fracas 
*Bout vines, an' wines, an' druken Bacchus, 
An' crabbit names an' ſtories wrack us, 
* 8 An' grate our lug, 
FH T fing the } juice Scotch beer can mak us, 

In glaſs or jug. 


O thou, my Muſe ! guid 3 Scotch Maat? ? 
Whether thro' wimplin worms thou jink, 
Or, richly brown, ream owre the brink, 
| | In glorious faem, 
Inſpire me, till 1 liſp e an' wink, 
To fing thy name ! 


1 
Let huſky Wheat the haughs adorn, 
An' Aits ſet up their awnie horn, 


An' Peaſe an' Beans, at een or morn, 


| Perfume the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Bark eycorn, 


Thou king o' grain! 


On thee aft Scotland chows her cood, 
In ſouple ſcones, the wale o' food! 
Or tumbling in the boiling flood 
| | Wi' kail an' beef} 
But when Wa pours thy ſtrong heart's blood, 1 
There thou ſhines chief, 1 


Food fills the wame, an' keeps us livin ; ; 
Tho' life's a gift no worth receivin, | 
When beavy- dragg d wi pine and grie vin | 

But oil'd by thee, . 1 
The wheels « o life gae down-hill, ſcrie vin, | | ; 
Wr raitlin glee. 


Thou clears the head o' doited Lear; 7 = 2 $ 
Thou chears the heart o drooping Care; 
Thou ſtrings the nerves o' Labor fair, _ 

At's weary toilz 3 
Thou ev'n brightens dark Deſpair, „ 
Wy . ſmile. | Eo 


Aft, clad in maſſy, filler „ 
Wo Gentles thou erects thy heed; 


„„ - 


IE humbly kind, in time o' need, 

The poor man's wine; 
His wee drap parritch, or his bread, 

Thou kitchens fine. 


Thou art the life o' public haunts ; 
But thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 
Ev'n godly meetings o' the ſaunts, 
By thee inſpir'd, 
When gaping they beſiege the rents, 
| Are doubly fir d. 


That merry night we get the corn in, 
O ſweetly, then, thou reams the horn in! 
Or reekin on a New-year mornin 
In cog or bicker, 


An' uſt a wee drap ſp' ritual burn in, 
An' guſty ſucker ! 


When Vulcan gies Vs bellows breath, 
An' Ploughmen gather w! their graith, 
| 0 rare ! to ſee thee fizz an freath, 
P th* lugget caup ! 
Then Burnewin comes on like Death 
At ev'ry chap. 


Nea mercy, then, for airn or fteel ; 
The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' ſturdy wheel 
The ſtrong forehammer, 


1 


Tin block an' ſtuddie ring an' reel 
Wi dinſome clamour. 


When ſkirlin weanies ſee the light, 
Thou maks the goſſips clatter bright, 
How fumbling Cuifs their Dearies flight, 
Wea worth the name by 


Nea Howdie gets a ſocial night, | 
Or plack frae them. 


When neebors anger at a plea, 
An' juſt as wud as wud can be, 
How eaſy can the barley-brie | 

Cement the quarrel * 


K's aye the cheapeſt e fee 
To taſte the n 


Alake! that « e er my Muſe has 3 
To wyte her countrymen wi treaſon} - 
But monie daily weet their weaſon 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a a winter-ſeaſon, 
Eier ſpier her price. 


Wae worth that Thar barns traſh |: 
Fell ſource o monie a pain an” brath ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, druken haſh. 

O' half his days; 


An' ſends, beſide, auld Scotland's caſh 


To her warſt faes. 


L W-3 
Ye Scots, wha wiſh auld Scotland well, 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 
Poor, plackleſs devils like myſell, 
It ſets you ill, 
2 Wi' bitter, dearthfu wines to mell, 
* = | "25311 3008 Florian gill. 
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May gravels round is lather wrench, 
[| An' gouts torment him, inch by inch, 
_ - Wha twiſts his gruntle wi' a glunch 
O' ſour diſdain, 
Out owre a glaſs of Whiſky punch. 15 
Wi' honeſt men! 


O Whiſky ! ſoul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's gratefw thanks 
When ng thee, what tuneleſs cranks 
i | Are my poor Verſes ! 
Thou comer—ahey rattle i their ranks 
At. ither's a ! 
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Scotland lament frae coaſt to coaſt ! 
Now e an' barkin hoaſt, 
| May kill us a” 
For . Forbes charter'd boaſt | 
ls ta en awa! 
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Thae curſt 3 o' th' Exciſe, 
Wha mak the avbi/y tells their pirze ! 


I 
Haud up thy han? Dell ! ance, twice, trice ! 


There, ſeize the blinkers! 


An' 3 them up in brunſtane pies 
For poor d—n'd drinkers. 


Fortune, if thou'll but gie me ſtill. 


Hale breeks, a ſcone, an' whiſky gill, 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 
Tak' a' the reſt, 


An' dealt about as thy blind (kill | 
| | DireQs thee beſt, 
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THE AUTHOR's 


3 8 
— CRY AND PRAYER *, „ 
3 
To the Right 3 ha Honourable, the Scotch 1 | 
Repreſentatives in the Houſe of Commons. 3 
Deareſt of Di Rlillation 1 Iaflt and bef 1 . 4 'J 
How art thou bot ! = KW; 


Parody on MiLToON. 


VI. Iriſh Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha repreſent our broughs an' ſhires, 
An' doucely manage our affairs 

1 In Parliament, 
To you a ſimple Bardie's pray'rs 

Are humbly ſent. 
Alas! my roupet Muſe is hearſe ! 
Your Honors hearts wi' grief *twad pierce, 
To ſee her fittin on her a— 
Low b the duſt, 

An' ſeriechen out profaic verſe, 
| An' like to.bruſt ! 


® This was wrote before the Act anent the Scotch Diſtille- 
ries, of ſeſſion 1986; for which Scotland and the Author re- 
turn their moſt grateful thanks. 


IL» 1 


Tell them whae hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me's in great affliction, 
E'er ſin' they laid that curſt reſtriction 

On Aquawitae ; 
An' rouſe them up to ſtrong conviction, 
| An' move their pity. 

Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier V. outh 

The honeſt, open, naked truth; 


| Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth, 


His ſervants humble: 


The muckle devil blaw ye ſouth, 
If ye diſſemble ! 


Does oney great man glunch an' gloom ? 


Speak out an' never faſh your thumb! 


Let polts an' penſions ſink or ſoom 
s Wi them, wha grant em 
If honeſtly they canna come, 
Far better want em. 


In gath'rin votes, you were na flack ; 
Now ſtand as tightly by your tack : 
Ne'er claw your lug, an' fidge your back, 
An' hum an? haw, 
But raiſe your arm, an' tell your crack 
Before them = 


Paint Scotland greetin owre her thriſsle; 
Her mutchkin-ſtoup as toom's a whiſsle; 


% 


19 


An' d-mn'd Exciſemen in a buſsle, 
Seizin a Stell, 
ee cruſhin't like a muſſel 
Or lampit ſhell. 


Then on the tither hand preſent her, 
A blackguard Smuggler, right behint her, 
An' cheek- for- chow, a chuffie Vintner, 
Colleaguing j join, 
Picking bes pouch as bare as Winter, 
Of a” kind coin. 


Is there, that pl mw. 0 $07, 
But feels his heart's bluid riſing hot, 
To ſee his poor auld Mither's por, 
Thus dung in ſtaves, 


An' Plunder'd 0 her hindmoſt groat 
By gallows knaves ? 


Alas J I'm but a nameleſs wight, 
Trode i' the mire out of fight ! 


But could I like Montgomeries bght, 
Or gab like Boſavel!, 


There O ſome fark-necks I wad draw tight, 
An' tie ſome hoſe well. 


God bleſs your Honors, can n ye ſee bt 
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet, 
An' no get warmly to your feet, 
An' gar them hear it, 


L ] 
An' tell them, wi' a patriot-heat, 
Ve winna bear it! 
Some o' you nicely ken the laws, 
To round the period an' pauſe, 
An' with rhetoric clauſe on clauſe 
To mak harangues 


Then echo thro Saint Stephen's'wa's | 
Auld Scotland's wrangs. 


Dempſter, a true- blue Scot I'ſe warran; 
T hee, aith-deteſting, chaſte Kilkerran ; 
An' that glib-gabber Highland Baron, 
The Laird o' Grabam ; + 
An ane, 4 chap that's d-mn'd auldfarran, 
Dundas his name. 


Erftine, a ſpunkie Norland billie ; 
True Campbells, Frederick an' Hay ; 
An' e the bauld Sir Willie; ; 
An' monie ithers, 
Whom auld Demoſthenes or Tully 
rn own for Sloan 


Arouſe, my boys! exert your mettle, 
To get auld Scotland back her Kettle ! 
Or faith! I'Il wad my new pleugh-pettle, 
Ye'll ſee't or lang; 
She'll teach you, wi a reekin whittle, 
Anither fang. 


1 ] 


This while ſhee's been in crankous mood, 


Her 1% Militia fir'd her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair do uid, 


Play'd her that pliſkie l) 


bay now the s like to riared-wud | 
| About her Whiſky. 


An L-—d, if ance they pit her till't, 
Her tartan petticout ſhe'll kilt, 
An' durk an' piſtol at her belt, 
She'll tak the ſtreets, 


And 1 rin hes whittle to the hilt, 
P th' firſt ſhe meets! 


For G-d fake, Sirs! then ſpeak her fair, 
An' ſtraik her cannie w! the hair, 
An' to the muckle houſe repair, 
WY! inſtant ſpeed, 
An' * wie a' your Wit an' Lear, 
To get remead. 


Von ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mocks ; 
But gie him't bet, my hearty cocks ! 
| E Fen cowe the cadie! 
An ſend him to abu dicing box 
An' ſportin lady. 


Tell yon guid bluid of auld Bicennech's, 
I'll be his debt twa maſhlum bonnocks, 
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# | An' drink his health in auld Vanſe Tinnocks * 
le + Nine times a-week, 
lc he ſome ſcheme, like tea an winnock's, 


Wad kindly ſeek. 


Could he ſome commutation broach, 


ln pledge my aith in gude braid Scotch, 
XX He need na fear their foul reproach 


Nor erudition, 


* You mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch-potch, 


The Coalition. 


Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue 3 
She's juſt a devil wi' a rung; 


5 An' if ſhe promiſe auld or young 


To tak their part, 


* Tho by the neck ſhe ſhould be ſtrung, 


Shell no deſert. 


Au gown ye choſen Five-and- Forty, 
May ſtill your Mither's heart ſupport ye; 


Then, tho' a Miniſter grow dorty, 


An' kick your place, 


[Ye Il ſnap y your fingers, poor an' hearty, 


- Before his face; 


God bleſs your Heron, a your days, 


W. ſowps o kail an' brats © "RIO; 


* A worthy old Hoſteſs of the 3 in Maueblintz 
where he ſometimes ſtudies Politics over à glaſs of gude auld 
Cceteh Drink. > 


[ 24 1] 
In ſpite o a * the thieviſh kaes 
That haunt St. Jamie's, s 


. Your humble Bardie ſings an' prays 
While Rab his name is. 


I 0. 


| Let half-ſtarv'd ſlaves in warmer ſkies, 
See future wines, rich-cluſt'ring, riſe ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies, 

But blyth and friſky, 


She eyes her freeborn, martial boys 
Tak aff their Whiſky. 


What tho' their Phœbus kinder warms, 
While Fragrance blooms and Beauty charms ! 
When wretches range, in famiſh'd ſwarms, 

The ſcented groves, 
Or hounded forth, diſhonor arms 
In hungry droves. 


Their gun's a burthen on their ſhouther ! 
They downa bide the ſtink o' powther ; | 
Their bauldeſt thought s a hank'ring ſwither 

To ſtan' or . 


1821 
Till ſeelp—a ſhot=they're aff, a throwther, 
To fave their ſkin. 


But bring a Scotchman frae his hill, 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 
Say, ſuch is royal George's will, 
An' there's the foe, 
He has nae thought but how to kill 
'Twa at a blow. 


Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings teaſe him ; ; 
Death comes, wi fearleſs eye he ſees him; 
wr bluidy han' a welcome gies him; 
| An' when he fa's, 
His lateſt draught o' breathin lea'es him 
In faint huzzas. 


Sages their ſolemn een may ſteek, 
An' raiſe a philoſophic reek, 
An' phyſically cauſes ſeek, 
In clime an' ſeaſon, 
But tell me e Whiſky s name in Greek, 
IH tell the reaſon. 


Scotland, my auld, reſpected Mither ! 
Tho' whyles ye moiſtify your leather, 
Till whare ye fit, on craps o heather, 
| Ye tine your dam; 
Freedom and W hiſky gang thegither, 


Tak af your dram ! 
C 


T HE 
Eo LY tr. 


A robe of ſeeming truth and truſt 

Hid crafty obſervation ; 
And ſecret hung, with poiſon'd cruſt, 

The dirk of Defamation : 
A maſh that like the gorget ſbow'd 

. Dye-warying, on the pigeon ; 

And for a mantle large and broad, 

He wrapt him in Religion. 

HvrOcRTSY A-LA-MODE, 


J. 


U P ON a ſimmer Sunday morn, 
When Nature's face is fair, 
I walked forth to view the corn, 
An' ſnuff the caller air. 
The rifing ſun, owre Galfton muirs, 
WY! glorious light was glintin; 
The hares were hirplin down the furs, 
The uy rocks they were chantin 
Fu' ſweet that day. 


* Holy Fair is a common phraſe in the Weſt of Scotland fer 
2 ſacramental occaſion, | 


: 1327 


II. 
As lightſomely I glowr'd abroad, 
To ſee a ſcene ſae gay, 
Three Hizzies, early at the road, 
Cam ſkelpin up the * 
Twa had manteeles o dolefu black, 
But ane wi' lyart lining ; 
The third, that gaed a wee a- back, 
Was in the faſhion ſhining 
Fu' gay that day. 
III. 
The ava appear d like ſiſters twin, 
In feature, form, an' claes; 
Their viſage wither'd, lang an' thin, 
An' ſour as ony ſlaes: 
The third cam up, hap- ſtep- an -lowp, 
As light as ony lambie, 
An' wi' a curchie low did ſtoop, 
As ſoon as e'er ſhe ſaw me, 


. 

Wi' bonnet aff, quoth I, Sweet ug, 

© I think ye ſeem to ken me; 

* Pm ſure I've ſeen that bonie face, 

But yet I canna name ye. 

Quo? ſhe, an' laughin as ſhe ſpak, 

An' taks me by the hauns, 

Ye, for my fake, hae gien the feck 

; Of a' the ten commauns R 

A ſcreed ſome day. 

© 2 


Fu' kind that day. 


„ Sent 27, IM 
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| Ws 
* My name is Fun—your cronie dear, 
The neareſt friend ye hae; 
An' this is Superſtition here, 
An' that's Hypocri/y. 
© I'm gaun to ###**#**** Holy fair, 
* To ſpend an hour in daffin: 
Gin ye'll go there, yon runkl'd pair, 
We will get famous laughin 
* At them this day,” 
/ VI. 
Quoth I, With a' my heart, Tl do't ; 
I'll get my Sunday's fark on, 
An' meet you on the holy ſpot ; 
Faith, we'ſe hae fine remarkin !? 


Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time, 


An' ſoon I made me ready; 


For roads were clad, frae fide to fide, 


Wi' monie a wearie body, 
| In droves that 447. 
VII. 
Here, farmers gaſh, in ridin graith, 
Gaed hoddin by their cotters; 


There, ſwankies young, in braw braid-claith, 


Are ſpringin owre the gutters. 
The laſſes, ſkelpin barefit, thrang, 
In ſilks an' ſcarlets glitter; 
WY feveet-milk cheeſe, | in monie a whang, 
Ar farts, bak'd wi' butter, 
Fu crump that day. 


L 29 1 
: | VIII. 

When by the plate we ſet our noſe, 

Weel heaped up wr ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws, 

An' we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to ſee the ſhow, 

On evry ſide they're gath'rin ; 
Some carryin dails, ſome chairs an? ſtools, 

An ſome are buſy bleth'rin 

Right loud that ” 
IX. 

| Here ſtands a ſhed to fend the ſhow'rs, 

An' ſcreen our countra Gentry, 
There, racer Jeſs, an twa-three wh—res, 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here fits a raw o tittling jads, 

Wy heaving breaſt an' bare neck; 
An' there, a batch o' wabſter lads, 

* frae R#######c{,, 

; For fur this day. 


X. 
Here, ſome are thinkin on their ſins, 
An' ſome upo' their claes ; 
Ane curſes feet that fyPd his ſhins, 
Anither ſighs an' prays: | 
On this hand fits a Choſen ſwatch, 
Wi' ſcrew'd-up, grace-proud faces ; 
On that, a ſet o' Chaps, at watch, 
Thrang winkin on the laſſes 
13 chairs that day. 
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| Xl. 
O happy is that man, an' bleſt ! 
Nae wonder that it pride him |! 
Wha's ain dear lafs, that he likes beſt, 
Comes clinkin down beſide him! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair-back, 
He ſweetly does compoſe him ; 
Which, by degrees, ſlips round her neck, 
An's loof upon her boſom : 
| Unkend that day. 
| XII. 8 
Now a' the congregation o'er 
Is filent expectation; 
For *##**# ſpeels the holy door, 
Wi' tidings o' d-mn- t- n. 
Should Hor nie, as in ancient days, 
Mang ſons o' G— preſent him, 
The vera ſight oo *#*#*##*'; face, 
To's ain het hame. had ſent him 
Wi' fright that day. 
NN: 
Hear how he clears the points o' Faith, 
Wy? rattlin an' thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 
He's ſtampin, an' he's jumpin! 
His lengthen'd chin, his turn'd-up ſnout, 
His eldritch ſqueel and geſtures, 
O how they fire the heart devour, 
Like cantharidian plaſters, 
| 5 On fic a day! © 
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But hark! the tent has chang' d its voice; 
There's peace an' reſt nae langer; 
For a' the real judges riſe, 
They canna fit for anger. 
o opens out his cauld harangues, 
On practice and on morals; 
An' aff the godly pour in Hinds, 
To gie the jars an' barrels 
A lift that day. 


XV. 
What ſignifies his barren ſhine, 


Of moral pow'rs an' reaſon ? 
His Engliſh ſtyle, an' geſture fine, 
Are a' clean out o' ſeaſon. | 
Like Socrates or Antonine, bo 4 
Or ſome auld Pagan Heathen, 5 | 1 
The moral man he does define, 
But ne'er a word o' faith in 
That's right that Fn 


XVI. 
In guid time comes an antidote 


Againſt ſic poiſon'd noſtrum; | 2 
For *#*#####, frae the water- fit, 

Aſcends the holy roſtrum: 
See, up he's got the word o G—, 

An' meek an' mim has view'd it, 
While Comm has ta'en the road, 


An' aff, an' up the Coæugate 8 
f Faſt, faſt that day. 


* A ro lo call'd, which faces the tent in — 


a 


1.20 
XVII. 
Wee 4 nieſt, the Guard relieves, 
An' Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he weel believes, 
a An' thinks it auld wives' fables: 
But faith! the birkie wants a Manſe, 
So, cannilie he hums them 
Altho' his carnal wit an' ſenſe 
Like hafflins-wiſe o'ercomes him 
— | At times that day. 
| XVII. | 
| Now, butt an' ben, the Change-houſe fills, | 
—_ - Wi' yill-caup Commentators : | 5 
3 Here's crying out for bakes an' gills 
An' there the pint-ſtowp clatters : 
While thick an? thrang, an' loud an' lang, 
Wi' Logic, an' wr Scripture, 
They raiſe a din, that, in the end, 
Is like to breed a rupture 
O' wrath that day. 
XIX. 
Leeze me on Drink! it gies us mair 
Than either School or College: 
It kindles Wit, it waukens Lair, 
It pangs us fou o Knowledge. 
Be't whiſky, gill or penny wheep, _ 
Or ony ſtronger potion, 
It never fails, on drinkin deep, 


14 To kittle up our notion, 
f ; VB night or day. 
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XX. 
The lads an' laſſes, blythely bent 
To mind baith ſaul an' body, 
Sit round the table, weel content, 
An' ſteer about the toddy. 
On this ane's dreſs, an' that ane's leuk, 
They're makin obſervations; 
While ſome are cozie i' the neuk, 
An' formin aſſignations a 
: To meet ſome day. 
| XXI. . 
But now the L——'s ain trumpet touts, 
Till a' the hills are rairin, 
An' echos back return the ſhouts ; ; 
Black & js na ſparin : 
His piercing words, like Highlan ot 
Divide the joints an' marrow ; 
His talk o H-, whare devils dwell, 
Our vera * Sauls does harrow * 
Wi ſright that 4 | 
| dS JN 
A vaſt, unbottom'd, boundleſs Pit, 
Filbd fou o lowin brunſtane, 
Wha's raging flame, an' ſcorching heat, 
Wad melt the hardeſt whun-ſtane! 
The half aſleep ſtart up wi' fear, 
An' think they hear it roaring, 
When preſently it does appear, 
was but ſome neebor ſnoring 
Aſleep that day. 


Shakeſpeare's Hamlet. 
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.. 
Twad be owre lang a tale to tell, 
How monie ſtories paſt, 
An' how they crouded to the yill, 
When they were a' diſiniſt: 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups, 
Amang the furms and benches; 
An' cheeſe an' bread, frae women's laps, 
Was dealt about in lunches, 
An' dawds that N. 
| XXIV. 
In comes a gaucie, gaſh Guidwiſe, 
An' ſits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife, 
The laſſes they are ſhyer. 
The auld Guidmen, about the grace, 
Frae fide to fide they bother, 
Till ſome ane by his bonnet lays, 
An' gi'es them't, like a tether, 
Fu' lang that day. 
XXV. ; 
Waeſucks ! for him that gets nae laſs, 
Or laſſes that hae naething ! 
Sma' need has he to ſay a grace, 
Or melvie bis braw claithing ! 
O Wives! be mindfu' ance yourſel, 
How bone lads ye wanted, 
An' dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, 
Let laſſes be affronted 
On fic a day! 


— 


1 | 
XXVI. 
Now Clinkumbell, wi rattlin tow, 
Begins to jow an' croon; 
Some ſwagger hame, the beſt they dow, 
Some wait the aſternoon. 
At ſlaps the billies halt a blink, 
Till laſſes ſtrip their ſnoon: 
Wi' faith an' hope, an' love an' drink, 
They're a in famous tune 
For crack that day: 8 
XXVII. 
How monie hearts this day converts 
O' Sinners and o' Laſſes! 
Their hearts o' ſtane gin night are e 
As ſaft as ony fleſh is. 
There's ſome are fou of love divine; 


There's ſome are fou o' brandy ; 
An' monie jobs that day begin, 
May end in Houghmagandie 
Some ither day. 


DOCTOR HORN BO OK. 


KA TRUE 


8 OM E books are lies frae end to end, 
And ſome great lies were never penn'd : 
Ev'n Miniſters they hae been kenn'd, 
In holy rapture, 
Great lies and nonſenſe baith to vend, 
And naiPt wr Scripture. 


But this that I am gaun to tell, 
Which lately on a night befel, 
Is juſt as true 's the Deil 's in h-ll, 
| Or Dublin city : 
That &er he nearer comes ourſel 

'S a muckle pity. 


The Clachan yill had made me canty, 
J was na fou, but juſt had plenty; 
1 mam whyles, but yet took tent ay 
To free the ditches : 
An' | billocks ſtanes, an' buſhes kenn'd ay 
Frae ghaiſts an' witches, 
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The riſing Moon BL; to  glowr | 7 
The diſtant Cumnock hills out-owre ; 
To count her horns, wi a' my pow'r, 

I ſet myſel ; | - 
But whether ſhe had three or four, 
I cou'd na tell. 


EA EY, . x 


I was come round about the hill, 
And todlin down on Willie's mill, 
Setting my ſtaff wi a' my ſkill, 
To keep me ſicker; 
Tho' leeward whyles, againſt my will, 
took a bicker. 


I there wi' Something does ſorgather, 15 
That pat me in an eerie ſwither; 1 

| * awfu' ſcythe, out-owre ae ſhouther, 7 : 
Clear-dangling, hang ; 3 

A three-tae'd leiſter on the ither 4 
Lay, large an' lang. 4 

Its ſtat ure ſeem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 4 
The queereſt ſhape that cer I ſaw, 4 
For fient a wame it had ava, : 4 

| And then its ſhanks, 3 
They were as thin, as ſharp an' ſma', | f 
As cheeks o' branks. | 


* Guid-een,' quo' I; * Friend ! hae ye been mawin, 
* When ither folk are buſy ſawin* 4 


* Thie rencounter happened in ſeed time 1785, 
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It ſeem'd to mak a kind of ſtan', 
But naething ſpak ; 
At length, ſays I, Friend, whare ye gaun, 
Bo Will ye go back ?” 


It ſpak right howe—* My name is Death, , 
But be na' fley d. Quoth I, © Guid faith, 
* Ye're maybe come to flap my breath ; 

| © But tent me, billie; © 
I red ye weel, tak care o' ſkaith, 

| See, there's a gully !” 


© Gudeman,' quo” he, put up your whittle, 
* Pm no defign'd to try its mettle ; - 
© But if I did, I wad be kittle 
To be miflear'd, 
© T wad na' mind it, no that ſpittle 
Out- owre my beard.” 


Weel, weel!” ſays I, a bargain be't ; 
Come, gies your hand, an' ſae we're gree't ; 
We'll eaſe our ſhanks an' tak a ſeat, 
| Come, gies your news! 
This while * ye hae been mony a gate, 

| At mony a houſe.” 
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Ay, ay ?” quo' he, an' ſhook his head, 
It's e' en a lang, lang time indeed 


- 
* 


An epidemical fever was then raging in that country. 
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5 Sin? I began to nick the 1 3 
| An' choke the breath: 4 
Folk maun do ſomething for their bread, ns 43 
An' ſae maun Death, | 


© Sax thouſand years are near hand fled 
« Sin? I was to the butching bred, 
And mony a ſcheme in vain's been laid, 
| * To ſtap or ſcar me; 
Till ane Hornbook's “ ta'en up the trade, | 
And faith, he'll waur me. 


© Ye ken Jock Hornbook i' the Clachan, 3 
© Deil mak his king's-hood in a ſpleuchan! 4 
He's grown ſae weel acquaint wi” Buchan r, | 4 
And ither chaps, | - 

© The weans haud out their fingers laughin, | 3 
* And pouk my hips. 43 


« See, here's a ſcythe, and there's a dart, 

* They hae pierc'd mony a gallant heart; = 

© But Doctor Hornbookh, wi' his art ; 
And curſed ſkill, _ No. 


© Has nds them baith no worth a f—t, 
D--n'd haet they'll kill! 


* This centemes, Dr. Hornbook, is, profeſſionally, a 
brother of the ſovereign Order of the Ferula ; but, by in- 
L | tuition and inſpiration, is at once an Apothecary, Surgeon, 


and Phyſician, 
4 Buchan's Domeſtic Medicine, 


L 40 J 


T was but yeſtreen, nae farther gaen, 
I threw a noble throw at ane 
6 Wi lefs, Pm ſure, Pve baked; ſlain ; 
© But deil-ma-care ! 
It juſt play's dirl on the bane, 
| a But did nae mair. 


* Hornbook was by, wi' ready an, 
And had ſae fortify'd the part, 
That when 1 looked to my dart, 
| © It was ſae blunt, 
* Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 
8 i Of a kail- runt. 

* I drew my ſcythe in fic a fury, 
I nearhand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
© But yet the bauld Apothecary 

© Withſtodd the ſhock ; 
bo 1 might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

O' hard wn dor. 


Een them he canna get attended, 
Altho' their face he ne'er had kend it, 
* Juſt ſh— in a kail-blade and ſend it, 
As foon's he ſinells t, 
Baith their diſeaſe, and what will mend it, 
| At once he tells t. 


* 


And then à' doctor's ſaws and whittles, 
Of a' dimenſions, ſhapes, an mettles, 


* 


444 A, 
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83 


L 4¹⁰— 
« A kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles, 
He's ſure to hae; 


© Their Latin names as faſt he rattles 
As ABC. 


by 


* Calces o' foſſils, earths, and trees; 
* True Sal marinum o' the ſeas ; 
The Farina of beans and peaſe, 
He has't in plenty; 
6 Aqua-ſontis, what you pleaſe, 
'  _ * He can content ye. 


© Forbye ſome new, uncommon weapons, 

* Urinus Spiritus of capons | 

Or r Mite-Horn ſhavings, filings, ſcrapings, 
D.iſtill'd per ſe; 

Sal- alkali of Midge · tail clippings, 
And mony mae. 


. Waes me for Jobnny Ged's-Hale now, 

Quoth I, if that thae news be true! 

* His braw calf- ward whare gowans grew, 
* Sae white an' bonie, 


: Nee doubt they'll rive it wi the plew ; 
; * They'll ruin Fobnie ! 


The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh, | 
And ſays, Ye needna yoke the pleugh, 
F Kirk-yards will ſoon be till'd eneugh, 

* Tak ye nae fear: 


* The grave- digger. 
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5 They'll a' be trench'd wi' mony a ſheugh, 
In twa-three year. 


92 Whare I kilPd ane; a fair ſtrae-death, 


By loſs o blood, or want o' breath, 
This 2285 Pm ſree to tak my aith, 
* That Hornbook's (kill 


, Has clad a 1 5 their laſt claith, 


By drap and pill. 


An honeſt d Wabſter to his trade, 


* Whaſe wife's twa nieves were ſcarce weel-bred, | 
-,* Gat OT to mend her head, | 


© When it was ſair; 
6 The wife fade cannie to her bed, 
© But ne'er ſpak mair. 


© A countra Laird had ta'en the batts, 
Or ſome curmurring in his guts, 
His only ſon for Hornbook ſets, 
And pays him well, 
* The lad, for twa guid gumnmer-pets, 
Was Laird himſel. 


A bonie laſs, ye kend her name, 


Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame, 85 


dhe truſts herſelf, to hide the ſhame, pb 


In Hornbook's care; 
Horn ſent her aff to her lang hame, 
« To hide it there. 
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© That's juſt a {watch o Hornbso0t's way, 
Thus goes he on from day to day, 
Thus does he poiſon, kill, an' ſlay, 

* An's weel pay'd for't ; 
Vet Nags me o' my lawſu' prey, 
Wi' his d-mn'd dirt! 


— 


But hark ! Tll tell you of a plot, 


* Tho? dinna ye be ſpeakin o't ; Z j 

Il nail the ſelf-conceited Sot, : 4 

* As dead's a herrin : 4 

Nieſt time we meet, I'll wad a groat, 6 
© He gets his fairin! = 


But juſt as he began to tell, 
The auld kirk-hammer ſtrak the bell 
Some wee ſhort hour ayont the tal, 
| | Which rais'd us baith: 
I took the way that pleas'd my ſel, 
. ſae did Death, 
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Inſerted to J. * Ei. AYR. 


Th E fimple Bard, rough at the ruſtic plough, 

Learning his tuneſul trade from ev'ry bough; 

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thruſh, 

Hailing the ſetting ſun, ſweet, in the green thorn 
| buſh, TI ENS: ID 

The ſoaring lark, the perching red-breaſt ſhrill, 

Or deep-ton'd plovers, grey, wild-whiſtling o'er the 

hill; ” 5 ; 

Shall he, nurſt in the Peaſant's lowly ſhed, 

To hardy Independence bravely bred, 

By early Poverty to hardſhip ſteel'd, 

And train'd to arms in ſtern Misfortune's field, 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The ſervile, mercenary Swiſs of rhymes ? 

Or labour hard the panegyric cloſe, | 

With all the venal ſoul of dedicating Proſe ? 


N 
F 
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9 No! though his artleſs ſtrains he rudely ſings, 
And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the ſtrings, 

3 & He glows with all the ſpirit of the Bard, 

EX Fame, honeft Fame, his great, his dear reward. 
A Still, if ſome Patron's gen'rous care he trace, 

52 | Skill'd in the ſecret, to beſtow with grace; 1 1 
Wen B**#*#***#* befriends his humble name, 4 
EE And hands the ruſtic Stranger up to fame, BB 
With heart-felt throes his grateful boſom ſwells, 

he godlike bliſs, to give, alone excels. 


'T was when the ſtacks get on their winter hap, 
And thack and rape ſecure the toil-won crap; 3 
Potatoe-bings are ſnugged up frae ſkaith 9 
Of coming Winter's biting, froſty breath; | 'Y 
The Bees, rejoicing o'er their ſummer-toils, CY » 
Unnumber'd buds and flow'rs' delicious ſpoils, | 43 
Seal'd up with frugal care in maſſive, waxen piles, 4 
Are doom'd by Man, that tyrant o'er the weak, | 
The death o' devils, ſmoor'd wi' brimſtone reek : | 
The thund'ring guns are heard on ev'ry fide, 

The wounded coveys, reeling, ſcatter wide; 

The feather'd field-mates, bound by Nature's tie, 

Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie: 

(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds, 

And execrates man's ſavage, ruthleſs deeds !) 

Nae mair the flow'r in field or meadow ſprings ; 

Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings, 


1e 


Except perhaps the Robin's whiſtling glee, 


And down by Simpſon's wheel'd the left about: / 


The drowſy Dungeon-clock Þ had number'd two, 


Through the ſtill night daſh'd hoarſe along the ſhore : 
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Proud o' the height of ſome bit half-lang tree: 
The hoary morns precede the ſunny days, 
Mild, calm, ſerene, pkg the noon-tide 
blaze, 
While thick the gollamour w waves wanton in the 
rays. | 


»Twas in that ſeaſon, when a ſimple Bard, 
Unknown and poor, ſimplicity's reward, | 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of r, þ 
By whim inſpir'd, or haply preſt wi' care, | 
He left his bed, and took his wayward rout, 


(Whether impell'd by all-directing Fate, 1 
To witneſs what I after ſhall narrate ; 1 
Or whether, wrapt in meditation high, | ; 
He wander'd out he knew not where nor why) 


And Wallace-Tow'r + had ſworn the fact was true: 
The tide-ſwoln Firth, with ſullen-ſounding roar, 


All elſe was huſh'd as Nature's cloſed ee; 
The filent moon ſhone high o'er tow'r and tree ; 
The chilly Froſt, beneath the filver beam, 
Crept, gently-cruſting, o'er the glittering ſtream. 


® A noted tavern at the Auld Brig end, 
+ The two ſteeples, 


1 


When, lo! on either hand the liſt ning Bard, 
The clanging ſugh of whiſtling wings is heard; 
Two duſky forms dart thro' the midnight air, 
Swiſt as the Gos drives on the wheeling hare; 
Ane on th' Auld Brig his airy ſhape uprears, 

The ither flutters o'er the riſing piers - 

Our warlock Rhymer inſtantly deſcry'd | 
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preſide. 
(That Bards are ſecond- ſighted is nae joke, 

And ken the lingo of the * ritual folk; 


Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a', they can explain them, 


And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them). 
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient Pictiſſi race, 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face: 
He ſeem'd as he wi' Time had warſtl'd lang, 
Yet, teughly doure, he bace an unco bang. 
New Brig was buſkit in a braw, new coat, 
That he, at Lon on, frae ane Adams got; 
In's hand five taper ſtaves as ſmooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls an' whirlygigums at the head. 
The Goth was ſtalking round with anxious ſearch, 
| Spying the time-worn-flaws in ev'ry arch; | 
It chanc' d his new-come neebor took his e'e, 
And e'en a vex d and angry heart had he! 
Wi' thieveleſs ſneer to ſee his modiſh mien, 
He, down the water, gies him this guideen 


* The gos-hawk, or falcon. 
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 AULD BRIG. | 
I doubt na, frien,? yell think ye're nae ſheep-ſhank, 
Ance ye were ſtreekit owre frae bank to bank! | 
But gin ye be a Brig as auld as me, 
Tho' faith, that date, I doubt, yell never fee; 
There'll be, if that day come, I'll wad a boddle, 
Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle. 


| NEW BRIG. 
Auld Vandal, ye but ſhow your little menſe, 
Juſt much about it wi' your ſcanty ſenſe ; 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a ſtreet, 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet. 
Your ruin'd, formleſs bulk o' ſtane and lime, 
Compare wi” bonie Brigs o modern time? 'F 
There's men of taſte wou'd tak the Ducat-fiream , # 
Tho' they ſhould caſt the vera fark and ſwim, | 
Eer they would grate their feelings wi' . view 
Of ſic an vgly Gothic hulk as you. 
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= AULD BRIG. 
Conceited gowk | puff'd up wi! windy pride! 
This mony a year I've ſtood the flood an' tide ; 
And tho' wi' crazy eild I'm fair forfairn, 
I'll be a Brig when ye're a ſhapeleſs Cairn ! 2 F 
As yet ye little ken about the matter, 
But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 


1 


® A noted ford, juſt above the Auld Brig. 
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When heavy, dark, continued, a'-day rains 

Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 

When from the hills where ſprings the brawling Coil, 
Or ſtately Lugar's , moſſy fountains boil, 

Or where the. GAME winds his moorland courſe, 
Or haunted Garpal* draws his feeble ſource, 
Arous'd by bluſtering winds an' ſpotting thowes, 

In mony a torrent down the ſnaw-broo rowes ; 
While craſhing ice, borne on the roaring ſpeat, 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate; 
And from Glenbuch f, down to Katton- key, 

Auld Ayr is juſt one lengthen'd, tumbling ſea; 
Then down ye'll url, deil nor ye never riſe ! 

And daſh the guu.ie jaups up to the pouring ſkies. 
A leſſon fad!y teaching, to your coſt, 

That ArchiteQure's noble art is loſt ! 


NE W B 


Fine architecture, trowth, I needs muſt ſay't o't! 
The L—6 be thankit that we've tint. the gate o't! 
Gaunt, Shaſtly, Shaiſt alluring edifices, 

Hanging with threat'ning jut like precipices z 3 


2 The banks of Carpal Water is one of the few places in 
the Weſt of Scotland where thoſe fancy-ſcaring beings, known 
by the name of N till cominue pertinaciouſſy to in- 
habit. 

+ The ſource of the river of Ayr. | 7 

＋ A ſmall landing-place above the large key. 8. 
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O'er-arching, mouldy, gloom-inſpiring coves, 
Supporting roofs, fantaſtic, ſtony groves: 

Windows and doors in nameleſs ſculptures dreſt, 
With order, ſymmetry, or taſte unbleſt ; 

Forms like ſome bedlam Statuary's Aream, 

The craz d creations of miſguided whim ; 

Forms might be worſhipp'd on the bended knee, 

And ſtill the ſecond dread command be free, 

Their likeneſs is not found on earth, in air, or ſea, 
Manſions that would diſgrace the huilding-taſte 

Of any maſon reptile, bird, or beaſt ;} 

Fit only for a doited Monkiſh race, 

Or froſty maids forſworn the dear embrace, 

Or Cuifs of later times, wha held the notion, 

That ſullen gloom was Sterling true devotion : 
Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection, 'S 
And ſoon may they expire, unbleſt with reſurrection! 


AC IRS tk A CS - "I - 2 
Po II hr enim... _ * 
>$:<$1 ** ee Loo * 8 ee — * 2 2 a Se ; ©, 6 ES 
— * x 132 2 8 ' 3 D 2 2 8 > ö 
. Pot . ** I „ DR SR}. - +>. 
8 2 N 2 4 8 222 2 SLRS 5 RR 
* N 4s : * ww 2 ww 8 2 3 * 
4 - > - 8 1 
r : 1 —B 1-» GER 
r * 2 b 1 
1 


'AVLD BRIG. 
O ye, my dear-remember'd, ancient yealings, 
Were ye but here to ſhare my wounded feelings ! 
Ye worthy hes ca an' mony a. Baile, 
Wha in the paths o' righteouſneſs did toil ay; ; 
Ye dainty Deacons, an' ye douce Conweeners, 
To whom our moderns are but cauſey-cleaners ; 
Ye godly Councils, wha hae bleſt this town; 
Ye godly Brethren o the facred gown, 
Wha meekly gae your hurdies to the ſmiters; 
And (what would now be ſtrange) ye godly Writers : 


1 


A' ye douce folk I've borne aboon the broo, 

Were ye but here, what would ye ſay or do! 

How would your ſpirits groan in deep vexation, 

To ſee each melancholy alteration ; 

And, agonifing, curſe the time and place 

When ye begat the baſe, degen'rate race ! 

Nae langer Rev'rend Men, their country's glory, 

In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid ſtory : 

Nae langer thrifty Citizens, au' douce, 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-houſe ; 

But ſtaumrel, corky-headed, graceleſs Gentry, | 
The herryment and ruin of the country ; 

Men, three-parts made by Taylors and by Barbers, 

Wha waſte your weel-hain'd gear on dd ney Brig's 

and Harbours ! 


NEW BRIG. | 
Now haud you there! for faith ye've ſaid enough, 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to through. | 
As for your Prieſthood, I ſhall fay but little, 
Corbies and Clergy are a ſhot right kittle ; 
But, under favour o' your langer beard, 
Abuſe o Magiftrates might weel be ſpar'd ; 
To liken them to your auld-warld ſquad, 
J muſt needs fay, compariſons are odd. 
In Ayr, Wag-wits nae mair can have a handle 
To mouth A Citizen, a term of ſcandal :_ 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the ſtreet, » 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit; 
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WB. 
Men wha grew wiſe priggin owre hops an' raiſins, 
Or gather'd lib'ral views in Bond and Scifins. 
It haply Knowledge, on a random tramp, 
Had ſhor'd them with a glimmer of his lamp, 


And would to Common-ſenſe for once betray'd them, 
Plain, dull Stupidity ſtept kindly in to aid them. 


— —— — 


What farther cliſhmaclaver might been faid, 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to ſhed, 
No man can tell; but, all before their fight, 

A fairy train appear'd in order bright : 
 Adown the glittering ſtream they featly danc'd ; 
Bright to the moon their various dreſſes glanc'd : 
They footed o'er the wat'ry glaſs fo neat, 
The infant ice fcarce hent beneath their feet : 
While arts of Minſtrelſy among them rung, 
And ſoul- ennobling Bards heroic ditties ſung. 


O had M Lauchlan *, thairm-inſpiring Sage, 

Been there to hear this heavenly band engage, 

When thro' his dear Strathſpeys they bore. with( 
Highland rage ; 

Or when they ſtruck old Scotia's melting airs, 

The lover's raptur d joys or bleeding cares; 

How would his Highland lug been nobler fir'd, 

And ev'n his matchleſs hand with finer touch inſpir'd! 


* A well-known performer of Scottiſh muſic on the violin. 


I 
No gueſs could tell what inſtrument appear'd, 
But all the ſoul of Muſic's ſelf was heard; 


Harmonious concert rung in every part, 
While ſimple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 


The Genius of the Stream in front appears, 
A venerable Chief advanc'd in years; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd, 
His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 
Next came the lovelieſt pair in all the ring. 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring; 
Then, crown'd with flow'ry hay, came Rural Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye: 
All chearing Plenty, with her flowing horn, 
Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with nodding corn; 
Then Winter's time-bleach'd locks did hoary ſhow, 
By Hoſpitality with cloudleſs brow, 
Next follow'd Courage with his martial ſtride, 
From where the Teal wild-woody coverts hide: 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 
A female form, came from the tow'rs of Starr - 
Learning and Worth in equal meaſures trode, — 
From ſimple Catrine, their long-lov'd abode : 
Laſt, white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a hazle wreath, 
To ruſtic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken, iron inſtruments of Death, 
At fight of whom our Ou forgat their kindling | 
_ wrath, 
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For ſenſe they little owe to frugal Head n 
To fleaſe the Mob they hide the litile giv/n. 
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. Wabſters, fidge an' claw, 
An' pour your creeſhie nations; 
An' ye wha leather rax an' draw, 
Of a' denominations z | | F 
Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an' a, | } 


An' there tak up your ſtations 
Then aff to B-gb--'s in a raw, 


An' pour divine libations 33 | 
For joy this 5 | 
II. 05 [ 


Curſt Common: ſenſe, that imp o' h-ll, 
Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder “*; 
But O#****#** aft made her yell, 
An' R#**#**#® ſa'r miſca'd her: 
This day MO*###**** taks the flail, 
An' he S, the boy will blaud her! 
He'll clap” a ſbangan on her tail, 
Ag et the bairns to daud her 
* I Wi' dirt this day. 
2:1 Fitudiog to 2 ſcoffing ballad which was made on the admiſ. 


ion of the late Reverend and worthy Mr, . to the Loigh 
Kirk. 
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III. 


Mak haſte an turn King David owre, 


An' lilt wi' holy clangor ; 
O' double verſe come gie us four, 
An' ſkirl up the Bangor: 
This day the Kirk kicks up a ſtoure, 
Nae mair the knaves ſhall wrang her, 
For Hereſy is in her pow'r, 
And glotiouſly ſhe'll whang her 
4 | WY pich this day. 
IV 
Come, let a proper text be read, 
An' touch it aff wi' vigour, 
How graceleſs Ham * leugh at his Dad, 
Which made Canaan a niger ; 
Or Phineas 1 drove the murdering blade, 
WY! wh-re-abhorring rigour; 
Or Zipporah 8, the ſcauldin jad, 
Was like a bluidy tiger | 


F th” inn that day. 


V. 


There, try his mettle on the creed, 


And bind him down wi' caution, 


That Stipend is a carnal weed 


He takes but for the faſhion ; 


0 Geneſis, ch. ix, verſ. 22. 
1 Numbers, ch. xxv. verſ. 8. 
F Exodus, ch. iv. verſ. 25. 
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And gie him o'er the flock, to feed, 


And puniſh each tranſgreſlion ; 
Eſpecial, rams that croſs the breed, 
Gie them ſufficient threſhin, 


Spare them nae day. 


VI. 
No auld K####*#**#*, cock thy tail, 
An' toſs thy horns fu' canty; 
Nae mair thou'lt rowte out-owre the dale, 
Becauſe thy paſture's ſcanty : 
For lapfu's large o' go/pel-hail 
Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 
An' runts o' grace the pick an wale, 
No gi'en by way o' dainty, 
But ilka day. 
VII. 


Nae mair by Babel s ftreams we'll weep, | 


To think upon our Zion; 

And hing our fiddles up to ſleep, 
Like baby-clouts a-dryin : 

Come, ſcrew the pegs wi tunefu' cheep, 
And o'er the thairms be tryin ; 


Oh, rare! to ſee our elbucks wheep, 


And a' like lamb-tails flyin 
Fu' faſt this day! 


VIII. 
Ls, re, wr rod o' airn, 
Has ſhor'd the Kirk's undoin, 
As lately F-nav-ck, fair forfairn, 
Has proven to its ruin: 
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9 
Our Patron, honeſt man! G ; 
He ſaw miſchief was brewin ; 


And like a godly, ele& bairn, 
He's wal'd us out a true ane, 
And ſound this day, 
IX. 


Now R#**#*#*#** harangue nae mair, 
But ſteek your gab for ever; 


Or try the wicked town of A, 


For there they'll think you clever; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear, 
Ye may commence a Shaver ; 
Or ta the N-1h-rt-7 repair, 
And turn a carpet-weaver IE 
Aff-hand this day. 
| . 
M*#**** and you were Juſt a match, 
We never had fic twa drones ; 


Auld Hornie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 


Juſt like a winkin baudrons ; 


And ay he catch'd the tither wretch, 


To fry them in his caudrons ; 
But now his Honor maun detach, 
Wi' a' his brimſtone ſquadrons, 
Faſt, faſt this day. 
XI. 


See, ſee auld Orthodoxy's faes, 


She's ſwingein thro” the city! 
Hark, how the nine-taiFd cat ſhe plays! 
I vow it's unco pretty: 
| | D « 
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There, Learning, with his Greekiſh face, 
Grunts out ſome Latin ditty ; 
And Common Senſe is gaun, ſhe ſays, 
To mak to Jamie Beattie 
Her plaint this day. | 2 
; XII. 
But there's Morality himſel, 
© Embracing all opinions; 
Her, how he gies the tither yell, 
Between his twa companions ! 
= how ſhe peels the ſkin an' fell, 
As ane were peelin onions ! 
Now there, they're packed aff to h- "oh 
And baniſh'd our dominions, 
| Henceforth this Ry 
XIII. | 
O happy day !- rejoice, rejoice ! 
Come bouſe about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 


Shall here nae mair find quarter: 
Menffjfte, R, are the boys 


That Hereſy can torture; 
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyſe, 
And cowe her meaſure ſhorter 
By th' head ſome day, 
ä 
Come, bring the tither mutchkin in, 
And here's, for a concluſion, 
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To ev'ry Neww-hight * mother's ſon, 
From this t1 ue forth, Confuſion : 
If wir they deave us wr their din, 
Or Patronage intruſion, 
We'll lignt a ſpunk, and, ev'ry ſkin, 
We'll rin them aff in fuſion 
Like oll, ſome day. 


23-2 
&. TVewu-light is a cant-phraſe, in the Welt of Scotland, for & 


- thoſe religious epinions which Dr, Taylor of Nor wicu has de- 


fended ſo ſtrenuouſſy. 
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To the Rev. Mr. „on his text, MaL acni, 
ch. iv. verſ. 2. And they ſhall go forth, and 


grow up, like CALVES of the ſtall. 


R IGHT, Sir! your text I'll prove it | true, 
Tho' Heretics may laugh; 
For inſtance, there's yourſel juſt now, 7 
God knows, an unco Calf ! | | 


And ſhould ſome Patron be ſo kind, 
As bleſs you wr a kirk, 

I doubt na, Sir, but then we'll find, 

Ve re ſtill as great a Stirk, 


But, if the Lover's raptur'd hour, 
Shall ever be your lot, 

Forbid it, ev'ry heav'nly Power, 
You &er ſhould be a So:? 


11 


Tho', when ſome kind connubial Dear 
Vour but-and-ben adorns, | 


The like has been that you may wear 
A noble head of Horns. 


And, in your lug, moſt reverend 
To hear you roar and rowte, 
Few men o' ſenſe will doubt your claims 

To rank amang the Norte. 


And when ye're number'd w' the dead, 
Below a graſſy hillock, 

Wi' juſtice they may mark your head 
+ Here lies a famous Bullock 
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O Thou! whatever title ſuit thee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 55 
Wha in yon cavern grim an' ſootie, 1 
5 Clos'd under hatches, DE 
Spairges about the brunſtane cootie, 
To ſcaud poor wretches ! 


Hear me, auld Hangie, for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be; 
I'm ſure ms pleaſure. it can gie, 
 Ev'atoa deil, 
To ſkelp an- ſcaud poor dogs like me, 
An' hear us ſqueel ! 


Great is thy pow'r, an' great thy fame; 
Far kend an' noted is thy name; 
© An' tho! yon lowin heugh's they hame, 
TL 8 Thou travels far; 
n An faith! thou's neither lag nor lame, 
Nor blate nor ſcaur. 
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Whyles, ranging like a roaring lion, 
For prey, a' holes an' corners tryin ; 


Whyles, on the ſtrong-wing'd Tempeſt flyin, 


Tirlin' the kirks ; 
Whyies, in the human boſom pryin, 
70 Unſeen * lurks. 


Tve heard my reverend Graunie ſay, 
ely glens ye like to ſtray ; 
where auld, ruin'd caſtles, gray, 
Nad to the moon, 
Ye fright the nightly wand'rer's way, 
WY! eldritch croon. 


"When twilight did my Smet e 
To ſay her pray'rs, douce, honeſt woman! 
Aft yont the dyke ſhe's heard you bummin, 

: Wi' eerie drone; 
Or, ruſtlin, thro' the boortries comin, 
WY heavy groan, 


Ae dreary, windy, winter night, 
The ſtars ſhot down wi' ſklentin light; 
Wi' you, 5 ] gat a fright, 


Ayont the lough; 
Ye, like a raſh-buſs, ſtood in ſight, 


WY waving ſugh. 


The cudgel in my nieve did ſhake, 
Each briſtl'd hair ſtood like a ſtake, 
ROW wi' an eldritch, ſtoor quaick, quaick 
Amang the ſprings, 
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Awa ye ſquatter'd like a drake, 
On whiſtling wings. 


Let warlocks grim, an- wither'd hags, 
Tell how wi' you on ragweed nags, 
They ſkim the muirs an' dizzy crags, 

= Wi' wicked ſpeed ; 


dd in 1 kirk-yarde renew their leagues, 
Owre howkit dead. 
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Thence, countra wives, wi' toil an' pain, 
May plunge an' plunge the kirn in vain; . 
For, O! the yellow treaſure's taen | N 

By witching ſkill; 
An' dawtit', twal-pint Hawkie's gaen 
As yell's the Bill. 


Y 
Thence, myſtic knots mak great abuſe, A 

On young Guidmen, fond keen, an' crueſe; 
When the beſt wark-lume i' the houſe, 9 

By cantrip wit, | 
Tbs inſtant made no worth a louſe, 
Juſt at the bit. 

Y 
When thowes diſſolve the ſnawy hoord, | A 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord, 85 
95 ys Water-kelpies haunt the foord, 5 


By your direction, 


An' ee Trav'llers are allur'd 
To their deſtruction. 


41 


An' aft your moſs- traverſing Spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is: 
The bleezin, curſt, miſchievious monkies 

| Delude his eyes, 


Till in ſome miry ſlough he ſunk is: 
Ne'er mair to riſe. 


When Maſons myſtic word an' grip, 

In ſtorms an' tempeſts raiſe you up, 

Some cock or cat your rage maun ſtop, 
Or, ſtrange to tell! 


X08 youngeſt Brother ye wad whip 
Aff ſtraught to h-ll. 


Lang ſyne in Eaden's bonie yard, 
When youthfu' lovers firſt were pair'd, 
An' all the Soul of Love they ſhar'd, 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry ſwaird, 
In ſhady bow” ©: 


Then you, ye auld, ſnick-drawing dog! 


Ye cam to Paradiſe incog, 
18 piay'd on man a curſed brogue, 
(Black be your fa” 0 


An sied the infant warld a ſhog, 
Maiſt ruin'd a'. 
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FE © Dye mind that day, when in a bizz, 

$ Wi' reekit duds, and reeſtit gizz, 

Ye did preſent your ſmoutie phiz, 
Mang better folk, 


An' Rlentedd on the man of Uzz 
. . Vour ſpitefu' joke ? 
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An' how you gat him i“ your thrall, 
An' brak him out o houſe and hal', 
While ſcabs an' botches did him gall, 
W? bitter claw, 
And lows'd his ill-tongu'd, wicked Scawl, 
L Was warſt ava? 
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But a' your doings to rehearſe, 
Your wily ſnares an' fechtin fierce, 
Sin' that day Michael did you pierce, 
Down to this time, | 
Wad * 4 Lallan tongue or Erſe, 
In proſe or rhyme. 
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An' now, auld Chots, I ken ye're thinkin, 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin, 
Some luckleſs hour will ſend him linkin, 
To your black pit ; 
But faith ! he'll turn a corner jinkin, 


Me ace AE DRL ras watt Ant nf tes 
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< An' cheat you yet. 
® Vide MiLToN, Book VI. 


L ] 
But, fare ye weel, auld Nickie-ben ! 
O wad ye tak a thought an' men'! 
Ye aiblins might—I dinna ken 
Still hae a Hale. 
I'm wae to think upo' yon den, 
| Ev'n for your ſake ? 2 
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THE AUTHOR's ONLY PET YOWE. 
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Taz DEATH AN DP DYING WORDS 


oO F 


An Unco Mournfu Tale. 


A S Maile, an her lambs thegither, 


Was ae day nibbling on the tether, 
Upon her cloot ſhe cooſt a hitch, 

An owre ſhe warfl'd in the ditch : 
There, groaning, dying, ſhe did lie, 
When Hughoc he cam doytin by. 


Wi' glowrin een, an' lifted han's, 
Poor Hughoc like a ſtatue ſtan's; 
He ſaw her days were near hand ended, 
But, waes my heart! he could na mend it ! 
He gaped wide, but naething ſpak, 
At length poor Mailie ſilence brak : 


20 thou, whaſe lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my woefu' caſe [ 


* Neibor herd-callen. 


8 


r er 


< 5595 = 


— CA OS 


1 
My dying worde attentive hear, 
An' bear them to my maſter dear. 


« Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a ſheep, 
O, bid him never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked ſtrings o hemp or hair! 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will: 
So may his flock increaſe, an' grow 
To ſcores o lambs and packs of woo! ! 


« Tell him, he was a Maſter kin', 
An' ay was guid to me and mine; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him, 
My helpleſs lambs, I truſt them wr him. 


O, bid him fave their harmleſs lives, 
Frae dogs an' tods, an' butcher's knives ! 
But gie them guid cow-milk their fill, 
Till they be fit to fend themſel; 

An' tent them duly, e'en an' morn, 
WY teats o' hay an' ripps o corn. 


An' may they never learn the gaets 
Of ither vile, wanreſtfu' pets! | 
To ſlink thro? ſlaps, an' reave an ſteal, 
At ſtacks o' peaſe, or ſtocks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great Forbears, 
For monie a year come thro” the ſheers: 
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So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
An' bairns greet for them when they're dead. 


My poor toop-lamb, my ſon an' heir, 
O, bid him breed him up wi' care! 


An' if he live to be a beaſt, 
To pit ſome havins in his breaſt! 


An' warn him, what J winna name, 
To ſtay content, wi' yowes at hame ; 
An' no to rin an' wear their cloots, 
Like ither menſeleſs, graceleſs brutes. 


An' neiſt my yowre, filly thing, 
Gude keep thee frae a tether ftring ! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather up 
Wi ony blaſtit, moorland toop ; 
But ay keep mind to moop and mel] 
Wi' ſheep o' credit like thy ſel ! 


And now, my bairns, wi' my laſt breath, 


I lea'e my bleſſin wi” you baith : 
An' when you think upo your Mither, 
Mind to be kind to ane anither. 


© Now, honeſt Hughoc, dinna fail 
To tell my Maſter, a my tale ; 
An' bid him burn this curſed tether, 
An' for thy pains thou'ſe get my blather.” 


This faid, poor Mailie turn'd her head . 


An' clos'd her een amang the dead! 
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POOR MAILIE's ELEGY. 


1 AME NT in rhyme, lament in proſe, 
Wi' ſaut tears trickling down your noſe ; 
Our Bardie's fate is at a cloſe, | 
| Paſt a? remead ! 
The laſt ſad cape-ſtone of his woes; 
N Poor Mailie's dead. 


Its no the loſs o' warl's gear, 
That cou'd fae bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak our Bardie, dowie, wear 1 
The mourning weed : 
He's loſt a friend and neebor dear, | 
: In Mailie dead. 
Thro' a' the toun ſhe trotted by him; 
A lang half- mile ſhe could deſcry him; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when ſhe did ſpy him, 
- She ran wi' ſpeed : 
A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 
Than Mailie dead. 


J wat ſhe was a ſheep o fouls, 
An' could behave herſel wi” menſe : 
III fay't, ſhe never brak a fence, - 
CT Thro' thieviſh greed. 
Our Ban: lanely, keeps the Spence 
Sin” Mailis's dead. 
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Or, if he wanders up the howe, 
Her living image in her yorve, 
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe, 
For bits o' bread ; | 
An down the briny pearls rowe 
For Mailie dead. 
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She was nae get o' moorland tips, 
Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips ; 
F or her forbears were brought in ſhips, 
Frae yont the Zwweed . 
A bonier feeſh ne er croſs'd the clips 
28 Than Mailie's dead. 


Wae worth the man wha' firſt did ſhape 
That vile, wanchancie thing—a rape / 
I * _ fellows. girn an' gape 
WY chokin dread ; 


An' Robins bonnet weave wi” crape 
| For Mailie dead. 


— 


O, a' ye Bards on bonie Doon / 
An' wha on Ayr your chanters tune! 
Come, join the melancholious croon 
O Robin's reed! 


| His heart will never get aboon |! 
His Mailie's dead. 
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Friendſhip ! myſterious cement of the ſoul ! 
Sweet" ner of Life, and ſolder of Society ! 


1 ove thee much 
3 BLAIR. 


D EAR Sri the ſleeeſt, paukie thief, 
That e' er attempted ſtealth or rief, 


Ve ſurely hae ſome warlock-breef 


| Owre human hearts ; 
For ne'er a boſom yet was prief 
Againſt your arts. 


For me, I ſwear by ſun an' moon, 
And ev'ry ſtar that blinks aboon, 
Ye've coſt me twenty pair o ſhoon 

Juſt gaun to ſee you ; 
And ev'ry ither pair that's done, 
Mair twen Pm wi' you. 


— 


That auld, capricious car, Nature, 
To mak amends for ſcrimpet ſtature, 
che's turn'd you off, a human creature 
On her firſt plan, 
And in hae freaks, on every feature, 
| She's wrote, the Man. 
7 | 
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An' raiſe a din; 


For me, an aim 1 never faſh ; 
wo rhyme for fun. 


. | L 1 

1 Juſt now I've taen the fit o rhyme, 

1 My barmie noddle's working prime, 

I My fancy yerket up ſublime: _ 

I Wi' haſty ſummon : 

I Hae ye a leifure-moment's time 4 

? To hear what's comin? | 
. Some rhyme a neebor's name to laſh; | 
4 Some rhyme (vain thought I) for needfu” caſh, 7 a 
N Some rhyme t to court the contra claſh, at 6 
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The ſtar that rules my luckleſs lot, : 
Has fated me the ruſſet coat, : = | 
An' damn'd my fortune to the-groat ; p 
| But in requit, 
Has bleſt me with a random ſhot. : 
O countra wit. 
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This while my notion's LE, aſklent, 
To try my fate in guid black prent; 
But ſill the mair I'm that way bent, | 
Something cries, © Hoolie ! 
© I red you, honeſt man, tak tent! | 
* Yell ſhaw your folly. 15 
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There's ither Poets, much your betters, 
Far ſeen in Greek, deep men o letters, 
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Y Hae thought they had enſur'd their debtors, 


An' teach the lanely heights an' howes ; 


— 


Then top and maintop croud the ſail, 


How never-halting moments ſpeed, 


L 94-1 


A' future ages; 
, Now moths deform in ſhapeleſs tatters 
* Their unknown pages.” 


Then farewel hopes o' laurel-boughs, 
To garland my poetic brows [. 
Henceforth PII rove where buſy ploughs 
| Are whiſtling thrang, 


My ruftic ſang. 
P11 wander on with tentleſs heed, 


Till fate ſhall ſnap the brittle thread: 
Then, all unknown, 

Pl 1 E me with th' inglorious dead, 
Forgot and gone! 


But why, o' Death, begin a tale? - 
Juſt now we're living ſound an' hale ; 


- Heave Care o erſide ! 1 
And large, before E s gale, 
a8 8 tak the tide. 


This life, ſae far's I underſtand, 


Is a' inchanted fairy-land, 
| Biz 


For, ance that five-an'-forty's ſpeeld, 
See, . weary, joyleſs Eild, 


1 


Where pleaſure is the Magie Wand, 
| That, wielded _ 
Makes Hours like Minutes, hand in hand, 
Dance by fu' light. 


The magic-wand the let us wield; 


Wi' wrinkl'd ſve, 
Comes ona, on owre the field, 
Wi' creeping pace. 


When ance /ife's day draws near the gloamin, 
Then fareweel vacant, careleſs roamin 
An' fare weel chearfu” tankards foamin, 
0 An' ſocial noiſe: 
An' fareweel dear, deluding woman, | 
The joy of j Joys ! 


O Life! how pleaſant is thy morning, | 
Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning! rw lov 
Cold-pauſing Caution' s leſſon ſcorning, 

We friſk away, 
Linke ſchoo b boys, at th expected warning, 
5 | To joy and play. 


Me wander there, we wander here, 
We eye the roſe upon the brier, 
Unmindful that the thorn is near, 

| Among the leaves: 
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And tho the puny wound appear, 
| Short while it grieves. 
A | 

Some, lucky, find a  flow'ry ſpot, 
For which they never toil'd nor ſwat ; 
They drink the ſweet and eat the fat, 

But care or pain; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high diſdain. 


With ſteady aim, ſome Fortune chaſe ; 

Keen Hope does ev'ry finew brace, 

Thro' fair, thro? foul, they urge the race, 
| And ſeize the prey : 

Then eanie, in ſome cozie place, 

They clofe the day. 


And others, like your humble ſervan', 
Poor wights! nae rules nor roads obſervin f 
Fo right or leſt, eternal ſwervin, 

They zig -ag on 
Till curſ with age, obſcure an' ſtarvin, 
| * aſten groan. 


Alas! what bitter toil an' ſtraining 
But truce with peeviſh, poor complaining ! 
Is Fortune's fickle Lune waning ? 


E'en let her ! 
Beneath what light ſhe has WA 1 
| Let's fing our ſang. 
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My pen I here fling to the door, 
And kneel, © Ye Pow'rs! and warm implore, 
: Tho' I ſhould wander Terra o'er, 
: © In all her climes, 
7 Grant me but this, I aſk no more, 
Ay rowth o' rhymes. 


Gie dreeping roaſts to countra Lairds, 

* Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 
* Gie fine braw claes to fine Life-guards, 
* And Maids of honour ; 


And 5 6 an' whiſky gie to Cairds, 
, « Until they ſconner. 


* A Title, Demp/ter merits . 
A garter gie to Willie Nit; 
Gie Wealth to ſorne be-ledger'd Cit, 

* Ja cent, per cent.; 


But give me real, Sterling Wit, 
Aud I'm content. 
© While Ye are pleas'd to keep me hale, 
« FIl fit down o'er my ſcanty meal, | ? 
© Be't vater - broſe, or muſlin-lail, } 
Wi! chen face, 


As lang's the muſes dinna fail , 
"14607440 IO * the grace,” 
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An anxious e'e I never throws 


Behint my lug, or by my noſe; 
I jouk beneath Misfortune's blows 


As weel's I may; 


Sworn foe to Sorrow, Care, and Profe, 


I rhyme away. 


0 ye douce folk, that live by rule, 
Grave, tideleſs-blooded, calm and cool, 
Compar'd wi' you==O fool! fool! fool! 


How much unlike! - 


Vour hearts are juſt a ſtanding pool, 


Your lives, a dyke! 


Nae hair-brain'd, ſentimental traces, 
In your unletter'd, nameleſs faces ! 
In arioſo thrills and graces 


Ye never ſtray, 


But graviſſimo, ſolemn baſes 


Ye hum away. 


Ye are ſae grave, nae doubt ye're wiſe ; ; 
Nae ferly tho' ye do deſpiſe . | 
The bairum-ſcairum, ram ſtam boys, 


The rattling ſquad : 


I ſee ye upward caft your eyes 


/ 


'Ye ken the road 


5 


0 e " 8 9 1 o VOTES 82 * x R 8 
Nr ee wv - 0 . 
7 


e Slg 


80 J 


Whilſt I— but I ſhall haud me there— _. 
WY? you I'll ſcarce gang ony where— . 
Then, Jamie, I ſhall ſay nae mair, 
But quat my ſang, 


Content with You pu to mak a pair, 
Whare er I gang. 


D R Wüͤöͤ „ 


Thoughts, words, and __ the Statute blames with 
reaſon ; 
But ſurely Dreams were ne'er indifed Ns aw. 


4 


{On reading, in the public papers, the Laureate's Ode, 
with the other parade of June 4, 1786, the Au- 
thor was no ſooner dropt aſleep, than he imagined 
himſelf tranſported to the Birth-day Levee ; and, 
in his dreaming fancy, made the following Adare/s.] 


J. 


Go ID-MORNIN to your Majeſty / 
May Heaven augment your bliſſes, 
On ev'ry new BPirth-day ye ſee, 
A humble Bardie wiſhes ! 
My Bardſhip here at your Levee, 
On fic a day as this is, 
Is ſure an uncouth ſight to ſee, 
Amang the Birth-day drefſes 

Sae fine this day. 

E. 5 


1 
: TE II. 
I ſee ye're complimented thrang, 
By many a Jord an' lady ; 
Sad fave the King ! P *s a cuckoo ang 
That's unco eaſy ſaid ay: | 
The Poets, too, a venal gang, 
Wi' rhymes wee] turn'd and ready, 
Wad gar you true ye ne'er do wrang, 


But ay unerring ſteady, 
On fic a day. 


III. 

For me ! before a Monarch's face, 
Ev'n there I winna flatter; 

For neither Penſion, Poſt, nor Place, 
Am I your humble debtor: 

So, nae reflection on Your Grace, 
Your Kingſhip to beſpatter 5 ; 

There's monie war been o' the Race, 
And aiblins ane been better 


Than You this day. 


1 

Tis very true, my ſovereign King, 
My ſkill may weel be doubted: 

But FaQs are cheels that winna ding, 
An' downa be diſputed : 

Your Royal Neſt, beneath Your wing, 
Is een right reft and clouted, 

And now the third part of the ſtring, 


Ar leſs, will gang about it, | 
Than did ae day. 
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Far be't frae me that I aſpire 


To blame your legiſlation, 

Or ſay, ye wiſdom want, or fire 
To rule this mighty nation ; 

But, faith! I muckle doubt, my Sire ; 
Le ve truſted Miniſtration 

To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre, 4. 
Wad better filld their ſtation 


Than courts yon day: = 
VI. 


And now ye've glen auld Britain peace, 


Her broken ſhins to plaiſter, 
Your fair taxation does her fleece, 
Till ſhe has ſcarce a teſter; _ 
For me, thank God! my life's a leaſe, 
Nae bargain wearing faſter, 
Or, faith! I fear, that wi' the geeſe, 
I ſhortly booſt to paſture 
P the craft ſome day. 
I. 
I'm no miſtruſting Willie Pit, 
When taxes he enlarges, 
(An' Will's a true guid fallow's get, 
A name not Envy ſpairges), 
That he intends to pay your debt, 
An' leſſen a' your charges 
But, G-d-fake! let nae ſving- H. 
Abridge your bonny Barges 
An' Boats this day. 


EE 


| - . II. 
Adieu, my Liege ! may Freedom geck 


Beneath your high protection; 
An' may Ye rax Corruptian's neck, 
And gie her for diſſeQion ! | 
But ſin' I'm here, I'll no neglect, 
In loyal, true affection, 
To pay your Queen, with due re ſpect, 
ron ſealty an' ſubjection 
This great Birth- day. 
IX. 
Hail, Majeſiy moſt Excellent ! 
While Nobles ſtrive to pleaſe Ye, 
Will Ye accept a compliment 
A ſimple Bardie gies Ye ? 
_'Thae bonny Bairntime Heav'n has lent, 
Still higher may they heeze Ye. 
In bliſs, till Fate ſome day is ſent 
For ever to releaſe Ye 
Frae care that day. 
. 
For you, young Potentate 0 .. 
I tell your Highneſs fairly, 
Down Pleaſure's ſtream, wi' ſwelling ſails, 
I'm tauld ye 're driving rarely! 
Put ſome day ye may knaw your nails, 
An' curſe your folly fairly, | 
That Cer ye brak Diana's pales, 
Or rattl'd dice wi' Charlie 
By night or r day. 


Ry 


1 
. XI. 
Yet aft a ragged Coats been known 
To mak a nobler Av err; 


Sae ye may doucely fill a Throne, 
For a' their cliſh-ma-claver : 


There Him * at Agincourt wha ſhone, 
Few better were or braver; 

And yet, wi' funny, queer Sir Tet 
He was an unco ſhaver, 


6 For monie a day. 
| AM. -. 
For you, right rev'rend Om 25 


Nane ſets the /awn-/leeve ſweeter, 
Altho' a ribban at your lug h 
Wad been a dreſs completer : 
As ye diſown yon paughty dog 
That bears the Keys o' Peter, 
Then, ſwith ! an' get a wife to hug, 
Or, troth ! yell ſtain the Mitre 
Same luckleſs day, 
Pry fi i 
Young, royal Tarry Breeks, I learn, 
Ve ve lately come athwart her; 
A glorious Galley S, ſtem and ſtern, 
WMeel rigg'd for Venus barter ; 
But firſt hang out, that mY diſcern, 


King Henry, 
＋ Sir John Falſtaff, See Shakbſpearh. 


$ Alluding to the eee account of a certain * 


Sailor's amour, 
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Your hymeneal charter, 
Then heave aboard your grapple airn, 
An large upo' her quarter 


Come full that day. 


5 5 XIV. 8 
Ve, laſtly, bonny bloſſoms a' 
Ve royal laſſes dainty, 
Heay' n mak you guid as weel as braw, 
An' gie you lads a-plenty : 
But ſneer na Britiſh boys awa', 
For Kings are unco ſcant ay; 
An' German Gentles are but /ma', 
804 re better juſt than wan! ay 
8 onie day. 
| XV, 
God bleſs you a'! confider now 
Ve're unco muckle dautet ; 
But ere the cour/e o' life be through, 
It may be better ſauted: 
An' J hae ſeen their caggie fou, 
That yet hae tarrow't at it; 
But or the day was done, I trow, 
The laggen they hae clautet 
Feu clean that day. 
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Tu E ſun had clos'd the winter day, 
The Curlers quat their roaring play, 
An' hunger'd Maukin ta'en her way 
155 To kail-yards green, 
While faithleſs ſnaws ilk ſtep betray 
Whare ſhe has been. 


The Threſher's weary flinging-tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me; 
And when the day had clos'd his &e, _ 
Far i' the Weſt, 
Ben i' the Spence, right penfivelie, 
I gaed to reſt. 


There, lanely, by 1 lere 

I fat and ey'd the ſpewing reek, 

That fill'd, wi” hoaſt provoking ſmeek, wy 

The auld clay biggin, 

And heard the reſtleſs rattons ſqueak | 
About the riggin. 


= Duan, a term of Oſſian's for the different diviſions of a 
digreſſive Poem, See his Cath-Lega,. vol. 2. of MPherſon's 


Traaflat ion. 


* 
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All in this motty, miſty clime, 
I backward mus'd on waſtet time, 


How I had ſpent my youthfu' prime, 
An' done nae-thing, 


But t fringin blethers up in rhyme 
For fools to ſing. 


Had I to guid advice but harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or ftrutted in a Bank, and clarkit 
_ My caſh-account: 
White here, half mad, half-fed, balf-farkit, 
Is a' th' amount. 


I ſtarted, mutt'ring, blockhead ! coof! 
And heav'd on high my waukit loof, 
0 wear by a' yon ſtarry roof, 

Or ſome raſh aith, 


. I henceforth, would be rhyme-proof 
Till my laſt breath— 


When Click! the ſtring the ſnick did raw, 
And jee! the door gaed to the wa; 
And by my ingle-lowe I ſaw, 
Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandiſh Hizzie, braw, 
: Come full in fight. 


— 


| WT. 
Ye need na doubt, 1 held my whiſht ; 
The infant aith, half-form'd, was cruſht ; 
1 e as eerie's I'd been duſht 
In ſome wild glen; 
When ſweet, like modeſt Worth, ſhe bluſht, 
And ſtepped ben. 


Green, ſlender, leaf-clad Holly-boughs 
Were twiſted, gracefu', round her brows, 
I took her for ſome Scottiſt Muſe, 
By that ſame token; 
And come to ſtop thoſe reckleſs vows, 
Would ſoon been broken. 


A“ hair-brain'd, ſentimental trace” 
Was ſtrongly marked in her face; 
A wildly-witty, ruſtic grace 
| Shone full upon her; 
Her eye, ev'n turn'd on empty ſpace, 
| Beam'd keen with Honour. 


Down flow'd her robe, a tartan ſheen, 
Till half a leg was ſerimply ſeen ; 
And ſuch a leg LOR bonny Tean 
Could only peer it ; 
Sae ſtraught, ſae taper, tight and clean, 
| Nane elſe came near it, 
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Her Mantle. large, of greeniſh hue, 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 
Deep lights and ſbades, bold-mingling, threw 
A luſtre grand; 
aa ſeem'd, to my aſtoniſh'd view, 
e wel. known Land. 


T' 


Here, rivers in the ſea were lot ; 
There, mountains to the ſkies. were toſt ; 
Here, tumbliog billows mark'd the coafl 
| With ſurging foam; 
There, diſtant ſhone Art's lofty boaſt, | 
The lordly dome. 


Here, Doon pour'd down his far-ferch'd floods; 
There, well-fed [rwine ſtately thuds ; 
_ Auld hermit r ſta w thro' his woods, 
On to the ſhore; © 
And * a a leſſer torrent ud, 
21 With ſeeming roar. 


Low, in a ſandy valley ſpread, 
An ancient Borough rear'd her head; 
Still, as in Scottiſh ſtory read, ; 
117 She boaſts a Race, 
2 ev'ry nohler virtue bred, | | 
f And poliſh'd grace. 


By ſtately tow'r, or palace fair, 
Or ruins pendent in the air, 


111 


Bold ſtems of Heroes, here and there, 

| I could ha 
Some ſeem'd to muſe, ſome ſeem'd to dare, 
With feature ſtern. 


My heart did glowing tranſport feel, 

To ſee a Race “ heroic wheel, 

And brandiſh round the deep-dy'd ſteel 
In ſturdy blows ; 


While back-recoiling ſeem'd to reel 
Their Suthron foes. 


His CounTryY's 11 , maik him well! 


Bold Richardton's T heroie ſwell; 
The Chief on Sark S who glorious fell, 
In high command; 


And He whom ruthleſs Fates expell 
His native land. 


The Wallaces, 
+ William Wallace. 


T Adam Wallace of Richardton, coufin to the immortal 


Preſerver of Scottiſh Independence. 


8 Wallace Laird of Craigie, who was ſecond in command 
under Douglas Earl of Ormond, at the famous battle on the 
banks of Sark, fought anne 1448. That glorious victory was 
principally owing to the judicious conduct and intrepid va lour 
of the gallant Laird of Cra igie, who died of his wounds zfter 


the aCtion, 


rector, 


= * 


T on 3 
There, where a ſceptr'd Pichiſb * ſhade 
Stalk'd round his aſhes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial Race, pourtray'd 
In colours ſtrong ; 
Bold, hoes Sogn d, undiſmay'd, 
They ſtrode along. 


+ Thro' many a wild, romantic grove, 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendſhip or for Love, 
In muſing mood) 
An aged Judge, I faw him rove, 
| Dilpealivg good. 


f With deep ſtruck, 5 awe, 

The learned Sire and Son I ſaw, 

To Nature's God and Nature's law 

| | They gave their lore, 

This, all its ſource and end to draw, - 
That, to adore. 


Brydon's brave Ward 5 I well could ſpy, 
Beneath old Scotias ſmiling eye; 


® Coilus King of the Picts, from whom the diſtric of Kyle 
is ſaid to take its name, lies buried, as tradition ſays, near the 
| family ſeat of the Montgomeries of Coils-ficld, where his burial- 
place is ſtill ſhown. 

+ Barſkimming, the ſeat of the Lord Juſtice Clerk. 

© Catrine, the "_ of the 18 Doctor, and preſent Profeſ- 
ſor Ste wart. 

§ Colonel Pd ; 
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E 
Who call'd on Fame, low ſtanding by, 
To hand him on, 
Where many a Patriot- name on high 
And Hero ſhone. 


DUAN SECOND. 
With muſing-deep, aſtoniſh'd ſtare, 


I view'd the heavenly-ſeeming Fair; 


A We ring throb did witneſs bear 


Of kindred ſweet, 
When with an elder Siſter's air 


She did me greet. 


© All hail! my own inſpired Bard! 


In me thy native Muſe regard! 


Nor logger mourn' thy fate is hard, 


_ © Thus poorly low! 


I come to give thee ſuch reward 
* As we beſtow. 


Know, the great Genius of this Land 


Has many a light, aerial band, 
* Who, all beneath his high command, 
* Harmoniouſly, 


As Arts or Arms they underſtand, 
Their labours ply. 


: They Scotia's Race among them ſhare ; 
some fire the Soldier on to dare; 
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. some rouſe the Patriot up to bare 


Corruption's heart: 


Some teach hs Bard, a darling care, 
Set ft The tunefu] art. 


; Mong ſwelling floods of reeking gore, 
They ardent, kindling ſpirits pour; 
þ Or, mid the venal Senate's roar, | _ 
Et - IT̃bey, fightleks, ſtand, 
: «6 mind the honeſt. Patriot-lore, 
; « And grace the hand. 


And when the Bard, or hoary Sage, 
-© Chari or inſtruct the future age, 
They bind the wild Poetic rage 
In energy., 
3 point the inconcluſive page 
Full on the eye. 


Hence, Fullarton, the brave and young, 
Hence, Demp/ter's zeal-inſpired tongue; 
8 Hence, ſweet harmonious Beattie ſung 
10 Mis ** Minftrel lays;“ 
Or tore, with noble ardour ſtung, | 
3 The Sceptic's bays. 


To lower orders are aſſign'd 

The humbler ranks of Huiman-kind, 

* The ruſtic Bard, the lab'ring Hind, 
* The Artiſan ; ; 
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All chuſe, as various they're! inclin d, 
The various man. 


When yellow waves the heavy grain, | 
The threat'ning ſtorm, ſome, ſtrongly, rein; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain 
With tillage-ſkill ; 
And ſome inſtru& the Shepherd-train, 
* Blythe o'er the hill. 
Some hint the Lover's harmleſs wile; _ 
Some grace the Maiden's artleſs ſmile ; 
* Some ſoothe the Lab'rer's weary toil, 
* For humble gains, 
And make his er e beguile 
His cares and pains. 


Some, bounded _ PEST 
« Explore at large Man's infant race, 
To mark the embryotic trace 
| * Of ruſtic Bard; 
And careful note each op'ning grace, 
? 4 1 and guard. 


5 07 theſe am . my name; 
And this diftrit as mine I claim, 
* Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fame, 
| * Held ruling pow'r: 
i 4 marked thy embryo- -tuneful flame, 
+ Thy natal hour. 
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© With future hope, I oſt would gaze, | 
Fond, on thy little early ways, 
Thy rudely-caroll'd, chiming phraſe, 
In uncouth rhymes, 
« Fir'd at the ſimple, artleſs lays 
| Of other times. 
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Wh © I faw thee ſeek the ſounding ſhore, 

1 « Delighted with the daſhing roar ; 

4 Or when the North his fleecy tvs 

| | * Drove thro! the ſky, 

l © ] ſaw grim Nature's viſage hoar 

7 Struck thy young eye. 


© Or when the deep green-mantl'd Earth 
Warm cheriſh'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth, 
And joy and muſic makes. forth 

In ev'ry grove, 


"2 a thee eye the gen'ral mirth 
8 With boundleſs love. 


When ripen'd fields, and azure ſkies, 


ev" Br Bee ane , — ara Apa DS — 
Aue - a 2 - 
PPP 4 — * —— 5 * P * 
1 1 I 9 2 1 my as +» 3 2 8 ä » - 2 * * 8 9 . — 
7 . þ 24'S 2 Fe 9 * N ee W = 
y 8 8 EA , 1 


| | «* Call'd forth the Reaper's ruſtling noiſe, 
1 * I ſaw thee leave their ev'ning joys, | 
| 7 ET, And lonely ſtalk, 15 
| 1 To vent thy boſom's ſwelling riſe | | - 
| In penfive walk. 
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When youthful Love, warm-bluſhing ſtrong, 
« Keen-ſhfvering ſhot thy nerves along, 
* Thoſe accents, grateful to thy tongue, 
© 'FI adored Name, 
* I taught thee how to pour in ſong, | 
© To ſoothe thy flame. 


I ſaw thy pulſe's maddening play, 
Wild ſend thee Pleaſure's devious way, 
* Miſſed oy F ancy's meteor-ray, | | 
"4: * By Paſſion driven; ; 
* But yet the ligbi that led aſtray 
Was light from Heaven. 


© T taught thy manners- painting ſtrains, 
The loves, the ways of ſimple ſwains, 
; Tin now, o'er all my wide domains 

* Thy fame extends; 
: And ſome, the pride of Coila's plains, 

* Become thy friends. 


Thou canft not learn, nor 1 can ſhew, 
To paint with Thomſon's landſcape glow ; 
Or wake the boſom-melting throe, 

x With Shen/lone's art; 
Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 


Warm on the heart. 
r 
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© Yet, all beneath th' unrivall'd Roſe, 


* The lowly Daiſy ſweetly blows ; 


* Tho' large the foreſt's Monarch throws ; 


His army ſhade, 


Vet green the ; juicy Hawthorn grows, 


* Adown the glade. 


Then neyer murmur nor repine ; 


* Strive in thy humble ſphere to ſhine.; 
And truft me, not Pozofi's mine, 


Nor King's regard, 
6 Can give a bliſs o ermatehing thine, \ 4; ;., 


A ruflic Bard. 


« To give my counſels all in one, 
Thy tuneful flame ſtill careful fan; 


=o n the dignity of Man, 


With Soul ere ; 


6 And truſt, the Univerſal Plan 


Will all protect 


© Jnd avear thou this ſhe ſolemn ſaid, 
And bound the Holly round my head: 
The * d leaves, and berries red, 
Did ruſtling play; 
And, like a paſſing thought, the fled 
In light away. 
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RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS, 


My Son, theſe W wake a mul; 

And lump them ay thegither ; 
The Rigid Righteous is @ fool, - 
| The Rigid Wiſe anither : | 

The cleaneſt corn that &er was dight 
May hae ſome pyles o' caff in; 

$9 ne'er à fellow-creature fight | 
For random fits o daffin. 


SOLOMON. — Eccleſ. Ck. vis 


. 


8 O Y E wha are ſae guid yourſel, 

Sae pious and ſae holy, 7 « 
Ye've nought to do but mark and tell 
Your Neebours' fauts and folly ! 
Whaſe life is like a weel-gaun mill, 
: Supply'd wi' ſtore of water, 
The heapet happer's ebbing till, 
And ſtill the clap plays clatter. 
F 2 


1 þ 
| II. 
Hear me, ye venerable Core, 
As counſel ſor poor mortals, 
That frequent paſs. douee Wiſdem's door 
For glakit Polly's portals; 
I, for their thoughtleſs, careleſs akes, 
Would here propone defences, 
Their donſie tricks, their black miſtakes, 
Their failings and miſchances. 
IL. 
Ye ſee your ſtate wi" their's compar d, 
And ſhudder at the niffer, 
But caft a moment's fair regard, 
What makes the mighty differ; 
Diſcount what ſcant occaſion gave, 
That purity ye pride in, 
And (what's aft mair than a' the lave) 
Pour better art o' hiding. 
| 1 
Think, when your caſtigated pulſe 
Sies now and then a wallop, 
What ragings muſt his veins convulſe | | 
" That ſtill eternal gallop : 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' your tail, 
Right on ye ſcud your ſea-way : 
But, in the teeth o' baith to fail, 


It makes an unco leeway 
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See Social Life and Glee fit down, : 
All joyous and unthinking, 
Till, quite tranſmugrify'd, they! re grow u þ 
Debauchery and Drinking : | 
O would they ſtay to calculate 
Th' eternal conſequences ; , 
Or your more dreaded h-1] to ſtate, 
Damnation of expences ! 
| VI. 
Ye high, exalted, virtuous Dames, 
Ty'd up in godly laces, 
Before ye gie poor Frailty names, 
Suppoſe a change o' caſes; Ts, 
A dear-lov'd lad, convenience ſnug, | 
A treacherous inclination —— 
But, let me whiſper i' your lug, 
'Ye're ablins rae temptation, 


VII. | 
Then gently ſcan your brother Man, 
Still gentler ſiſter Woman; 
Tho' they may gang a-kennin wrang, 
To ſtep afide is human : 
One point muſt ſtill be greatly dark, 
The moving Why they do it; 
And juſt as lamely can ye mark, 
How far perhaps they rue it. 
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| VIII. 

Who made the Heart, 'tis He alone 
Decidedly can try us, 
He knows each chord its various tone, 

Each ſpring its various bias: 
Then at the balance let's be mute, 
We never can adjuſt it; | 
What's done we partly may compute, 
But know not what's re/i/eed. , 
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An haneft man's ; the nobleſi work of G. 
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H AS auld Knee ſec, the Deil ? 


Or great M****#**# + thrawn his heel? 
Or's RE**#### N again grown weel, 

To preach an' read ? 
* Na, waur than a'!* cries ilka chiel, 

* Tam Samſon's dead! 


RAS##+#*#** lang may grunt an' grain, 
An' ſigh an' ſab, an greet her lane, 
An' cleed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean, 


In mourning weed ; 
To Death he s dearly pay'd the kane, 


Tam Samſon's dead! 


® When this worthy o1d Sportfmen went out laſt muir-fowl 
ſeaſon, he ſuppoſed it was to be, in Offian's phraſe the laſt 
of his fields; and expreſſed an ardent wiſh to die and be by- 


ried in the muirs. On this hint the Author compoſed his - 
Elegy and Epitaph. | 


7 A certain Preacher, a great favourite with the Million. 
Vide the Ox DIxAT ION, p. $4 


1 Another Preacher, an equal favourite with the Few, 
who was at that time ailing, For him ſee alſo the OnDIN A- 
ion, ſtanza IX. | 


= = my 
= —_ - 
* 5 6 | — De — — — —— ——— — 
— r rr ——— (w — — 3 — — 
— — — —2 — anginee "roach — 
m K 4 i 1 1 % 4 4 —_— Py ai, * * ** * * FE, v 0 * U urn P * N 7 * — W * 
1 * i J a vw 4 N 7 8 = x Og” Ow i n * er * * R 8 7 ﬀ 
* 2 S Ns 7 I; lt Re dats 2 * R 1 ds ny OT IP d 
E's 7 
* 


Ye cootie Moorcocks, crouſely craw ; 
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The Brethren o' the myſtic level 
May hing their head in wofu' bevel, 
While by their noſe the tears will revel, 
| Like ony bead ; 
Death's gien the Lodge an unco devel, - 
Tam Samſon's dead! 


When Winter muffles up his cloak, 
And binds the mire like a rock; 
When to the loughs the Curlers flock, 
| Wi' gleeſome ſpied, 
Wha will they ſtation at the cock, 
Tam Samſon 5 dead f 


He was the king o' a' the Core, 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
Oc up the rink like Jebu roar, 

la ume o' need; 


But now he Lags on Death's bog-ſeore, 
Tam Samfon's dead ! 


. ſaſe the ſtately | Sawmont fail, 
And Trouts bedropp'd wi' crimſon hail, 
And Eels weel kend for ſouple tail, 

And Geds for greed, 


Since dark | in Death's fiſb- creel we wail 


Tam Samſon” s dead! 


„ e birriog Patricks a's 
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Ye Maukins, cock your fud fu braw, 
Withoutten dread ; 


Your mortal Fae is now awa', 
Tam Samſon's dead! 


That woefu' morn be ever mean 15 
Saw him in ſhootin graith adorn'd, | 
While poiaters round inpatient bur d, 

Frae 2 freed; 
But Och! ! he gaed and ne'er return'd ! 
| Tam Samſon's dead! 


In vain Auld- age hin body . Hy. 25916 1 


In vain the gout his ancles fetters; 
In vain the burns cam down like waters, 
An acre-braid ! 
Now ev'ry auld wife, greetin, clatters, 
Tam Samfon's dead ! 


Owre mony a weary hap he limpit, 
An' ay the tither ſhot he thumpit, 
Till coward Death behint him jumpit, 
e n feide; 
Now he proclaims wi' tout o' trumpet, 
Tam Samſon's dead! 


When at his heart he felt the dagger, 
He reel'd his wonted bottle- ſwager, 
But yet he drew the mortal trigger, 
| Wi' weel-aim'd heed ; 5 
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Lad, five? he cry d, an' owre did ſtagger ; 


Tam Samſon's dead! | 3 


Ik hoary Hunter mourn'd a brither ; 
IIk Sportſman-youth bemoan'd a father; 
Yon auld gray kane, amang the hether, 
Marks out his head, 
Whare Oe has a in rhyming blether, 
| Tam ee s dead ! 


When 4 1 the hether wave, 
And Sportſmen wander by yon grave, 
Three vollies let his mem'ry crave | 

O pouther an' lead, 
Til Echo anſwer frae her cave, 
Tam Samſon's dead f 


Heav'n reſt his ſoul, whare'er ha be! 
Is th' wiſh o' mony mae than me: 
He had twa ſauts, or maybe three, 
Vet what remead ? 
Ae ſocial, honeſt man want we: 
Tam Samſon's dead! 
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THE EPITAPH. 


Tam Samſon's weel-worn clay here lies, 
Ve canting Zealots, ſpare him! 

If Honeſt Worth in Heaven riſe, 
Ye'll mend or ye win near him. 


PER CONTR 4. 
Go, Fame, an' canter like a filly 


Thro' a' the ſtreets an' neuks o' Killie *, 
Tell ev'ry ſocial honeſt billie | 
| . To ceaſe his grievin, 
For yet, unſkaith'd by Death's gleg gullie, 
Tam Samſon's livin ! 
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* X;/lie is 2 phraſe the country- folks ſometimes uſe for the 
name of a certain town in the Welt. 


THE following POEM will, by many Readers, 
be well enough underſtood; but for the ſake of thoſe 
*who are unacquainted with the manners and tradi- 
tions of the country where the ſcene is caſt, Notes 
are added, to give ſome account of the principal 
Charms and Spells of that night, ſo big with Pro- 
phecy to the Peaſantry in the Weſt of Scotland. 
The paſſion of prying into Futurity makes a flriking 
part of the hiſtory of Human Nature, in its rude 
ſtate, in all ages and nations; and it may be ſome 
entertainment to a philoſophic mind, if any ſuch 
ſhould honour-the Author with a peruſal], to ſee the 


remains of it, among the more unenlightened in our 
own. | | 
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H A L L. U EE. 


Yes ! let the Rich deride, the Proud diſdain 
The fimple pleaſures of the lowly train; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 


One native charm, than all the gloſs of art. 
Go LDSMITH. 


1. 


Ut. PON that alk when Fairies light 
On Caſſilis-Dovunans + dance, 
Or owre the lays, in ſplendid blaze, 
On ſprightly courſers prance ; 
Or for Colean the rout is ta'en, 
Beneath the moon's pale beams ; 
There, up the Cove f, to ſtray an' rove, 
Amang the rocks an' ſtreams 
To ſport that night. 


® Is thought to be a night when Witches, Devils, and other 
miſchief- making beings, are all abread on their baneful, mid- 
night errands; particularly, thoſe aerial people, the Fairies, 


are ſaid, on that night, to hold a grand Anniverſary. 


+ certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the neigh- 
dourhood of the ancient ſeat of the Earls of Caſſilis. 


J A noted cavern near Colean-houſe, called the Cove of 
Colean; which, as well as Caſſilis Downans, is famed, in 


country ſtory, for bring a favourite haunt of Fairies. 
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II. 

Among the bonie, winding banks, 
Where Doon rins, wimplin, clear, 

Where Bruce “ aince rul'd the martial ranks, 
An' ſhook his Carrick ſpear, 

Some merry, friendly, countra ſolks, ; 
Together did convene, - 

To burn their nits, an' fou their locke, 


An' had their Halloween 
Fu blythe that night. 


III. 
The laſſes feat, an cleanly neat, 
Mair braw than when they're fine; 
Their faces blythe, fu' ſweetly kythe, 
Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin 
The lads ſae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 
Weel knatted on mow gre, | 
Some unco blate, an' ſome wi' Sabs, 


Gar laſſes hearts gang ſtartin, 
bak wag faſt at night. 


. „ W. 
Then, firſt an' foremoſt, thro' the kail, 
Their focks t maun a' be ſaught aince; 


*The famous family of that name, the anceſtors of Ro- 
BERT, the great Deliverer of his country, were Earls of 


i 


7 The firſt ceremony of IRE is, puliing each a 
Stack, or plant of kail. They mutt go out, hand in hand, 
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E 
They ſteek their een, an' grape an wale, 
For muckle anes, an' ſtraught anes, 
Poor hav'rel Will fell aff the drift, 
An' wander'd thro? the Boww-hail, 
An' pou't, for want o' better ſhift, 


A runt was like a ſow-tail, 
Sae bow t that night, 


| v. | 
Then, ftraught or crooked, yird or nane, 


They roar an' cry a' throu'ther ; 
The vera wee-things, toddlin, rin, 
Wi' ſtocks out-owre their ſhouther : 
An' gif the cuflock's ſweet or ſour, 
Wy! jocteleg's they taſte them; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 
Wi' cannie care, they've plac'd them 
To hie that night. 
VI. 


The laſſes ſtaw frae mang them a', 
To pou their Halls corn *; 


wich eyes ſhut, and pull the Guſt they meet with: its being 


big or little, Araight or crooked, is prophetic of the ſize and 


ſhape of the grand object of all their Spells—the huſband or 


wife. If any yird, or earth, ſtick to the root, that is fecher, 
or fortune; and the taſte of the cuftec, that is, the heart of the 


* 


Rem, is indicative of the natural temper and diſpoſition. 


Laſtly, the ſteras, or, to give them their ordinary appellation, 


| the yunts, are placed ſomewhere above the head of the door; 


and the Chriſtian names of the people whom chance brings i into 


the houſe, are, according to ws priority of placing the runs, 


the names in queſtion, 


* They go to the barn-yard, and pull each, at three ſeveral 
times, @ alk of Oats, If the third ſtalk wants the tep-piclle, 


— 


1 


But Rab ſlips out, an' jinks about, 
Behint the muckle thorn ; 
He grippet Nelly hard an' faſt; 
Loud ſkirl'd a' the lafſes; 
But her tap-pickle maiſt was loſt, 
When kiutlin i' the Fauſe-houſe * 
Wi him that night. 


VIL 

The auld Guidwife' s weel-hoordet nite 1 

Are round an' round divided, 
An' monie lads an' laſſes fates 

Are there that night decided; 
Some kindle, couthie, ſide by ſi de, 

An' burn anne trimly; 
Some ſtart awa, wr ſaucy pride, 
An' jump out-owre the chimlie 

Fu u TIO that night. 


* 


that is, the grain at the top of the ſtalk, the party in queſtion 
will come to the marriage-bed any thing but a Maid, | 

2 When the corn is in a doubtful ſtate, by being too green 
or wet, the ſtack-builder, by means of old timber, &cc. 
makes a large apartment in his ſtack, with an. opening in the 
fide which is faireft en to the wind: this he calls a 
Fauſe-hruſe. 


7 Burning the nuts is a favourite charm. They name the 


lad and laſs to cach particular nut, as they lay them in the 
fire; and according as they burn quietly together, or ſtart 
from beſide ene another, the courſe and iſſue of the Court- 


ſhip will be, 


L 
VIII. 
Jean ſlips in twa, wi' tentie ee; 
Wha'twas, ſhe wadna tell; 
But this is Zock, an' this is me, 
She ſays in to herſel! 
He bleez'd owre her, and ſhe owre him, 
As they wad never mair part, | 
Till fuff! he ſtarted up. the lum, Ty 
An' Jean had Cen a fair heart 
Too ſee't that night. 
1 
Poor Willie, wi” his Boro-Aail runt, 
Was brunt wi' primſie Mallie; 
An' Mary, nae doubt, took the drunt, 
To be compar'd to Willie: 
Mall's nit lap out, wi' pridefu' fling, 
An' her ain fit it brunt it; 
While Willie lap, an' ſwoor by fing. 
»Twas juſt the way he wanted 
| To be that night. 
Nell had the Fauſe-houſe in her min', 
She pits herſel an' Rob in; 
la loving bleeze they ſweetly join, 
Till white in aſe they're. fobbin 2 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view; 


She whiſper'd Rob to leuk for't; 
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Rob, ſtownlins, prie'd her bonny mou, 
Fu' cozie in the neuk for't, 


Unſeen that night. 


XI. 
But Merran ſat behint their backs, 


Her thoughts on Andrew Bell! 
She lea'es them gaſhin at their cracks, 
An' ſlips out by herſel: 
She thro' the yard the neareſt taks, 
An' to the kiln ſhe goes then, 
An' darklins grapit for the bauks, 
And in the blue-clue * throws then, 
Right fear't that night. 
; FE 4: 
An' ay ſhe win't, an' ay ſhe ſwat, 
I wat ſhe made nae jaukin; 
Till ſomething held within the pat, 
Guid L- d! but ſhe was quaukin! 
But whether 'twas the Deil himſel, 
Or whether *twas a bauk-en', 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 
She did na wait on talkin | | 
| | To ſpier that night. 
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© Whoever would, with ſucceſs, try this ſpell, muſt ſtrict. 
Jy obſerve theſe directions: Steal out, all alone, to the kiln, 
and, darkling, throw into the pot a clew of blue yarn 5 wind 
it in a new clew off the old one; and, towards the latter end, 
ſomething will hald the thread : demand, who hauds i. e. 
who holds? and anſwer will be returned from the kiln- pot, 
dy naming the Chriſtian and Surname of your future Spouſe. 
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* Nae doubt but ye may get a fight ! 


Il was a gilpey then, Pm ſure 


ſhoulder. 


„ 


XIII. 
Wee Jenny to her Graunie ſays, 
« Will ye go wi' me, Graunie ? 
« Þ'll eat the apple“ at the glaſs, 
I gat frac uncle Johnie :” 
She fuff®t-her pipe wi fic a lunt, 
In wrath ſhe was ſae vap' rin, 
She notic't na, an aizle brunt 


Her braw new worſet apron 
Out thro' that night. 


I XIV. 
Ve liule Skelpie-limmer's face ! 
I daur you try fic ſportin, 
* As ſeek the foul Thief ony place, 
For him to ſpae your fortune: 


Great cauſe ye hae to fear it; 
For monie a ane has gotten a fright, 
An' liv'd an' di'd deleeret, 
On ſic a night. 
XV. 
« Ae Hairſt afore the Sherra-moor, | 
© I mind't as weel's yeſtreen, 


* I was na paſt fyfteen : 


Take a candle, and go alone to a looking-glafs ; eat an 
apple before it, and ſome traditions ſay, you ſhould comb 
your hair all the time ; ; the face of your conjugal companion, 


fo be, will be ſeen in the glaſs, as if peeping over, your 


o 


* 


4 116 1 


: The Simmer had been cauld an' wat 
An' ſtuff was unco green; 

An' ay a rantin kirn we gat, 
An' juſt on Halloween 


© It fell that night, 


XVI. 
Our Stibble-rig was Rab M*Graen, 


© A clever, ſturdy fallow ; 
His Sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 
„That liv'd in Achmacalla: 
He gat hemp-/ſeed ®, I mind it weel, 
An' he made unco light o't; 
But monie a day was by bimſel, 
« He was ſae fairly frighted 
© That vera night” 


XVII. 
Then up gat ſechtin Jamie Pleck, 


An' he ſwoor by his conſcience, 

That he could ſaw hemp-feed a peck ; 
For it was a' but nonſenſe : 

The auld guidman raught down the pock, 
An' out a handfu' gied him; 


* Steal out unperceived, and ſow a handful of hemp-ſeed, 
harrowing it with any thing you can conveniently draw after 
you. Repeat, now and then, **Hemp-ſced I ſaw thee, Hemp- 
« ſeed I ſaw thee; and him (or her) that is to be my truelove, 
„ come after me and pou thee,” Look over your left ſhoul- 
der, and you will ſee the appearance of the perſon invoked, 
in the attitude of pulling hemp. Some traditions ſay, „Come 
after me and ſhaw thee," that is ſhow thyſelf; in which caſe 
it ſimply appears. Others omit the TR, and ſay, 
22 Come after me and harrow thee.” ; 
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Syne bad him flip frae *mang the folk, 


Some time when nae ane ſee'd him, 
An' try't that night. 
9 XVIII. 
He marches thro' amang the ſtacks, 
Tho' he was ſomething ſturtin; 
The graip he for a harroqw taks, 
An' haurls at his curpin: 


And ev'ry now an' then, he ſays, 


+ © Hemp-ſeed I faw thee, 


: An' her that is to be my laſs, | 


Come after me an' draw thee 
4 As faſt that night. 
5 „ 
He whiſtled up Lord Lenox' march, 
To keep his courage cheary; 
Altho' his hair began to arch, 
He was ſae fley d an' eerie : 
Till preſently he hears a ſqueak, 
An' then a grane an' gruntle ; 
He by his ſhouther gae a keek, 
An' tumbl'd wi' a wintle 
- Out- owre that night. 
8 
He roar'd a horrid murder-ſhout, 
In dreadfu” deſperation !' 
An' young an' auld come rinnin out, 
An' hear the ſad narration: 


E 


He ſwoor twas hilchin Jean M Craw, 
Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 
Till ſtop ! ſhe trotted thro' them a'; 
An' wha was it but Grumphie 
Aſteer that night! 
n 5 
Meg fain wad to the Barn gaen, 
To winn three wechts o naething * ; 
But for to meet the Deil her lane, 
She pat but little faith in: 
She gies the Herd a pickle nits, 
An' twa red cheekit apples, : 
To watch, while for the Barn ſhe ſets, 
In hopes to ſee Tam Kipples 
That vara night. 
XXII. L 
dhe turns the key, wi' cannie thraw, . 
An' owre the threſhold ventures ; 
But firſt on Sawnie gies a ca), 
Syne bauldly in ſhe enters: 


® This charm muſt likewiſe be performed unperceived and 
alone. You go to the bar, and open both doors, taking them 
off the hinges, if poſſible; for there is danger, that the Being, 
about to appear, may ſhut the doors, and do you ſome miſchief. 
Then take that inſtrument uſed in winnowing the corn, which, 
in our country-dialect, we call a wecht, and go thro”. all the 
attitudes of letting down corn againſt the wind. Repeat it 
three times; and the third time an apparition will paſs thro' 
the barn in at the windy door, and out at the other, having 
both the figure in queſtion, and the n or retinue, 


marking the n or Nation 1 in life, 
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A ratton rattl'd up the wa', 
An' ſhe cry'd, L—d preſerve her! 
An' ran thro' midden-hole an' a', 
And pray'd wi' zeal an fervour, 
Fu faft that night. 


; XXII. | 
They hoy't out Will, wi fair ad vice; 
They hecht him ſome fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the Stack he faddom't thrice &, 
Was timmer-propt for thrawin: 
He taks a ſwirlie, auld moſs-oak, 
For ſome black, grouſome Carlin; 
An' loot a winze, an' drew a ſtroke, 
Till kin 1 in blypes cam haurlin 
| Aff's nie ves that night. 


XXIV. 
A wanton widow Leezie WAS, 
As kantie as a kittlin; 
But, Och! that night, amang the ſhaws, 
She got a fearfu' ſettlin! | 
She thro” the whins, an' by the cairn, 
An' owre the hill gaed ſcrievin, 


7 


® Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, te a Bear- tac t, 
and fathom it three times round. The laſt fathom of the laſt 
time, you will catch in your arms the* en of 1 a 
ture conjugal yoke- fellow. ü 


— 


a 


E 


Whare three Lairds lands met at a burn *, 
To dip her left fark-ſleeve in, 
Was bent that night. 
NV] e 
Whyles owre a linn the burnie plays, 
As thro' the glen it wimphFt ; 
| Whyles round a rocky ſcar it ſtrays . 
Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't; . 
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 
Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle; 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 
Below the ſpreading. hazle 5 
Unſeen that night. 
| XXVI. 
Amang the brachens on the brae, 
Between her an the moon, 
The Deil, or elſe an outler Quey, 
Sat up an' gie a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart maiſt lap the hool ; 
Near lav'rock-height ſhe jumpit, 
But miſt a fit an' in the Poo! 
Out-owre the lugs ſhe plumpit, 


5 Wi' a plunge that night. 


* You go out, one or more, for this is a ſocial ſpell, to 2 
ſouth-running ſpring or rivulet, where © three Lairds' lands 
meet,” and dip your left ſhirt ſleeve, Co to bed in ſight of a 
fire, and hang your wet fleeve before it to dry. Lie awake; 
and, ſometime near midnight, an apparition, having the exact 
7 PE of the grand obje& in queſtion, will come and turn the 


ſleeve, 28 if to dry the other ſide of it. 


I 


XXVII. 
In order, on the clean hearth- ſtane, 

The Luggies three“ are ranged; 
An' ev'ry time great care is talen 

To ſee them duly changed: 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin' Mar”s-year did deſire, 1 
Becauſe he gat the toom diſh thrice, 

He heav'd them on the fire, 

In wrath that night. | 
" XXVIN.. L 

Wi merry LY an' friendly cracks; 

I wat they did na weary ; 
And unco tales, an funnie jokes, | 

Their ſports were cheap and cheary: 
Till butter'd So'ns +, wi fragrant lunt, 

Set a' their gabs a ſteerin; 
Syne, wi' a ſocial glaſs of ſtrunt, 
They parted aff careerin 

Fu” blythe that night. 


* Take three diſhes; put clean water in one, foul water in 
another, and leave the third empty: blindfold a perſon, and 
lead him to the hearth where the diſhes are ranged; he (or ſhe) 
dips the left hand; if by chance in the clean water, the fu- 
ture huſband. or wife will come to the bar of Matrimony a 
maid; if in the foul, a widow; if in the empty diſh, it fore- 
tells, with equal certainty, no marriage at all. It is repeated 
three times; and every time the arrangement of the diſhes is 
altered, | 

. Þ Sowens, with butter intend of ak to them, is alwayt 
the Hallnwors Supper. 
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AULD FARMER's 
 NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 


TG 


AULD MARE, M AGGI IE, 


On giving bs the accuflomed Ripp of Corn to — 
N in the. New-Year. 


4 A GUID New-Year'l wiſh thee, Maggie ! 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie: 
Tho' thou's howe-backit, now, an knaggie, 
I've ſeen the day 
Thou could hae gaen like ony ſtaggie 
Out- owre the lay. 


Tho' now thou's dowie, ſtüf, an crazy, 
An' thy auld hide as white's a daiſie, 


I've ſeen thee dappl't, ſleek an' glaizie, 


: A bonie gray : | | 
He mould been tight that daur't to raiſe thee, 
Ance in a day. i 


: d 
Thou ance was i” the foremoſt rank, 
A filly buirdly, ſteeve, an ſwank, 

An' ſet weel down a ſhapely ſhank 
As Cer tread yird ; 


An' could hae flown out owre a ſtank 
Like onie bird. 


It's now ſome nine-an'-twenty year, 
Sin' thou was. my Guid-father's Meere; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear, 

An' fifty mark; 
Tho' it was ſma', twas weel won-gear, 
An' thou was ſtark. 


When firſt I > ay to woo my Jenny, 
Ye then was trottin w' your Minnie : 
Tho' ye was trickie, flee an' funnie, 
Ye ne'er was donſie; 
But hamely, tawie, quiet, an' cannie, 
An“ unco ſonſie. 


That day, ye pranc'd wi muck le pride, 
When ye bure hame my bonie Bride. 
An' ſweet an' gracefu' ſhe did ride, 
Wi maiden air! 
ee I could bragged wide, 
| For fic a pair. 


| Tho' now ye dow but hoyte and hoble, 
An wintle like a ſaumont-coble, | 8 
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That lay, ye v was a jinker noble, 
For heels an' win!! 


An ran | them till they a' did wauble, 
__ nk far behin”? ! 


When thou an' I were young an' ſkiegh, 
An' ſtable-meals at Fairs were driegh, | 


How thou wad prance, an' ſnore, an' ſkriegh, 
An' tak the road! 


Town's-bodies ran, an' ſtood abiegh, 
- An' ca't thee mad. 


When thou was corn't, an' I was mellow, 


We took the road ay like a ſwallow : 


At Brooſes thou had ne'er a fellow, 
For pith an' ſpeed; 
But ev'ry tail thou pay't:them hollow, 
| | Whare' er thou gaed. 


The ſma', droop ad hunter cattle, 
Might aiblms waur't thee for a brattle; 
But fax Scotch miles thou try't their metile, 

An' gar't them whaizle: 
Nae whip nor ſpur, but juſt a wattle 
- | O ſaugh or hazle. 


Thou was a noble Fittie-lan', 
As e er in tug or tow was drawn ! 
Aſt thee an' I, in aught hours gaun, 
On guid March · weather, 


11 


Hae turn'd ſax rood beſide our han', 
For days thegither. 


Thou never braindg't, an' fetch't, an' fliſkit, 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiſkit, 
An' ſpread abreed thy weel-fill'd briſket, 
wr pith an' power, 
Till ſpritty knowes wad rair't an' tiſket, 
An' flypet owre. 


When froſts lay lang, an' ſnaws were deep, 1 
An' threaten'd labor back to keep, 
I gied thy cog & wee- bit heap 

Aboon the timmer; 
I ken'd my Maggie wad na ſleep 
For that, or Simmer, 


In cart or car thou never reeſtit; 
The ſteyeſt brae thou wad hae fac't it ; 
Thou never lap, an' ſten't, an' breaſtit, 
| Then ſtood to blaw ; | : 
But juſt thy ſtep a wee thing haſtit, 
Thou ſnoov't awa. 


My pleugh is now thy bairntime a'; 
Four gallant brutes as &er did draw ; 
Forbye fax mae I've ſell't away 
That thou haſt nurſt ; 
They drew me thretteen pund an' twa, 
The vera warſt. 
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Monie a fair daurk we twa hae wrought, 
An' wi' the weary war} fought ; 
An' monie an anxious day 1 thought 
We wad be beat! 
Yet here to crazy age we're brought, 
_ Wy ſomething yet. 


An' think na', my auld truſty ſervan', 
That now perhaps thou's leſs deſervin, 


An' thy auld days may end in ſtarvin', 


For my laſt forw, 
A heapit Stimpart, II] reſerve ane 
Laid by for you. 


We've worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll toyte about wi' ane anither; 
WY tentie care Il flit thy tether 
To ſome. hain'd rig, 
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 
big ſma' fatigue. 


CO.. 00 4 


o n r 


SATURDAY NIGHT. 
eee TO R. * Ef. 


Let not Ambiiion mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor Grandeur hear, with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and frinple annals of "the Poor. 


Gravy. 
R. 


My lov'd, my honour'd, much reſpected friend 
No mercenary Bard his homage pays; 
With honeft pride, I ſcorn each ſelfiſh end, 
My deareſt meed, a friend's eſteem and praiſe : / 
To you I fing, in fimple Scottiſh lays, 
The lowly train in life's ſequeſter'd ſcene, 
The native feelings ſtrong,. the guileleſs ways, 
What A!“ in a Cottage wauld have been; 
Ah! tho! his worth unknown, far happier there I 
ween ! 
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II. 
November chill blaws loud wi angry ſugh; 


The ſhort'ning winter- day is near a cloſe ; 

The miry beaſts retreating frae the pleugh ; 
The black'ning trains o craws to their repoſe : 

The toil-worn Cotter frae his labor goes, | 
This night his weekly moil is at an end, 

' ColleQs his ſpades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

Hoping the morn in eaſe and reſt to ſpend, 

And weary, o'er the moor, his courſe does hameward 


bend. 
III. 


At length his lonely Cot appears in view, 
Beneath the ſhelter of an aged tree; 
Th? expectant wee-things, toddlin, ſtacher through 
To meet their Dad, wi' flickterin noiſe and glee.” 
His wee-bit ingle blinkin bonilie, | 
His clean hearth-ſtane, his thrifty Wife s file, 
The liſping infant, prattling on his knee, 
Does a his weary kiaugh and care beguile, 
Ard makes him quite forget his labor and his toll. 
IV. 
Belyve, the elder bairns come drappin in, 
At ſervice out amang the Farmers roun' 
Some ca' the pleugh, ſome herd, ſome tentie fin 
A cannie errand to a neebor town: 55 
Their eldeſt hope, their Fenny, woman-grown, | 
In youthfu' bloom, Love ſparkling in her ee, 
Comes hame, perhaps, to ſhew a braw new gown, + 
Oc depoſite her fair-won penny-fee, 
To help her Parents dear, if they in hardſhip be, 


I 
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| V. 
With joy anfeigted, brothers and filters meet, 
And each for other's welfare kindly ſpiers; 
The ſocial hours, ſwift-wing'd, unnotic'd fleet; i 
Each tells the uncos that he ſees or hears. 
The Parents, partial, eye their hopeful years; 
Anticipation forward points the view; | 
The Mother, wi” her needle and her ſheers, 1 
Gars auld claes look amaiſt a weel's the new z 
The Father mixes a' wr admonition due. 
ae We 
Their Maſter's and their Miftreſs's command, 
The youngkers a' are warned to obey ; 
And mind their labors wr an eydent hand, 
And neer, tho out o fight, to jauk or play; 
And O! be ſure to fear the Lond alway ! 
And mind your duty, duely, morn and night! 
* Leſt in temptation's path ye gang aſtray, 


2 Implore his counſel and aſſiſting might: 5 
0 They never ſaught in vain that ee the Lozp. 
l e 1 l 
VII. 


But hark l a rap comes gently to the door, 
Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the fame, 

Telis how a neebor lad came o'er the moor, 85 
To do ſome ertands, and convoy her hame. 

The wily Mother ſees the conſcious flame 
Sparkle in Jennys &e, and fluſh her check, 

With heart-ſtruck, anxious care, enquires b name, 


N 


\ 


11 


While Jenny hafflins is afraid to ſpeak Z 
Weel pleas'd the Mother hears, it's nae wild, worth- 
_ leſs Rake, 
VIII. 
With kindly welcome, Jenm brings him ben; 
A ſtrappan youth; he takes the Mother's eye; \ 
Blythe Jenny ſees the viſit's no ill ta'en ; f 
ö The Father cracks o' horſes, pleughs, and kye. 
Th be Youngſter's artleſs heart o'erflows wi' joy, 
of But blate an' laithfu', ſcarce can weel behave ; 
N The Mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can ſpy 
1 What makes the youth ſac baſhfu' and fa grave; 
i Weel-pleas'd to think her Bairn's reſpected like the 
| lave. 
IX. 
O happy love! where love like this is found ! 
O heart-felt raptures ! bliſs beyond compare! 
I've paced much this weary, mortal round, 
And ſage Experience bids me this declare 
If Heaven a.draught of heavenly pleaſure ſpare, 
* One cordial in this melancholy Vale, 
« *Tis when a youthful, loving, modeſt Pair, 
In other's arms, breathe out the tender tale, 
„Beneath the milk-white thorn that ſcents the ev'ning 
. N | £5 


X. 
Is there, in human form, that bears a heart- 
A Wreich! a Villain! loft to love and truth! 
That can, with ſtudied, fly, enſnaring art, 
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Betray ſweet Jennys unſuſpecting youth ? 
Curſe on his perjur'd arts! diſſembling ſmooth ! 
Are Honour, Virtue, Conſcience, all exil'd ? 
Is there no Pity, no relenting Ruth, 
Points to the Parents fondling o'er their Child? 
Then paints the ruin'd Maid, and their diſtraction 
wild! 


„ 
But now the Supper crowns their ſimple board, 


The healſome Porritch, chief of Scotia's food : 
The ſoup their only Hawke does afford, 
That 'yont the hallan ſnugly chows her cood : 
The Dame brings forth, in complimental mood, 
Jo grace the lad, her. weel-bain'd. kebbuck fell, 
And aft he's preſt, and aft he ca's it guid ; 
The frugal Wife, garrulous, will tell, 
How 'twas a towmond auld ſin' Lint was i' the bell“ 
| „ 
The chearſu' Supper done, wi' ſerious face, 
They, round the ingle, form a circle wide; 
The Sire turns o'er, with patiiarchal grace, 
The big ha'-Bible, ance his Father's pride: 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid afide, _ 
His lyart haffets wearing thin. and bare; 
Thoſe ſtrains that once did ſweet in Zion glide, 

He wales a portion with judicious care x 
And let 1 us wor ſbip Goo!” he fays, with ſolemn air. 
XIII. 

They FOR! their artleſs notes in ſimple guiſe; 
They tune their hearts, -by far the nobleſt aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild-warbling meaſures riſe, 


7 


Compar'd with theſe, Italian trills are tame ; 


How he, who lone in Patmos baniſhed, 
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Or plaintive Martyrs worthy of the name; 
Or noble Elgin heets the heaven-ward flame, 
The ſweeteſt far of Scotia's holy lays: 


The tickl'd ears no heart-ſelt raptures raiſe; 
Nae uniſon hae they with our Creator's praiſe. 
Es: / XIV. 
The prieſt-like Father reads the ſacred page, 
How Abram was the Friend of Gov on high; 
Or, Moſes bade eternal warfare wage 
With Amalec#s ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal Bard did groaning lye, 
Beneath the ſtroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 
Or rapt Iſaiab's wild, ſeraphic fire; | : 
Or other Holy Seers that tune the ſacred Iyre. 'X 
5 
Perhaps the Chriſtian Volume is the theme, 
How guiltleſs blood for guilty man was ſhed ; 
How He, who bore in Heaven the ſecond name, 
Had not on Earth whereon to lay His head : 
How His firſt followers and ſervants ſped ; 
The Precepts ſage they wrote to many a land : 


% 


Saw in the ſun a mighty Angel ſtand, | 
And m_ great Bab lon's doom pronounc'd by Hea- 
n's command. 


* 
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XVI. | | 

Then kneeling down to Heaven's ETERNAL Kiws, 

The Saint, the Father, and the Huſband oy” : 
Hope * ſprings exulting on triumphant wing *, 

That hu they all ſhall meet in future daſs. : 
There ever baſk in uncreated rays, 

No more to ſigh or ſhed the bitter tear, 
Together hymning their Creator's praiſe, 

In ſuch ſociety, yet ſtill more dear; 
While circling Time moves round in an eternal ſphere. 


XVII. 
Compar'd with this, how poor Religion's pride, 
In all the pomp of method, and of: art, 
When men diſplay to congregations wide 
Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the Heart] 
The Power, incens'd, the Pageant will deſert, 
The pompous ſtrain, the facerdotal ſtole; - 
But haply in ſome Cottgge far apart, 
May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the Gouk; 
And in His Book of Life the Inmates poor enroll. 1 
| XVIII. 
Then homeward all take off their ſev'ral way; 
The youngling Cottagers retire to reſt: 
The Parent-pair their ſecret homage pay, 2 
And proffer up to Heaven the warm requeſt, . 
That He who ſtills the raven's clam'rous neſt, 


® Pope's Windſor Foreſt, 


„ 
And decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride, 
Would, in the way His Wiſdom ſees the beſt, 
For them and for their little. ones provide ; 
But chiefly, in their hearts with Grace divine preſide, 


XIX. 

From ſcenes like theſe old Scotias grandeur ſprings, 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad: 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

An honeſt man's the noble work of God: 
And certes, in fair Virtue's heavenly road, 

The Cottage leaves the Palace far behind: 

What is a lordling, pomp? a cumbrous load, 

Diſguiſing oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of Hell, in wickedneſs refin'd ! 


XX. a 
O Scotia ! my dear, my native ſoil! 
For whom my warmeſt wiſh to heaven is ſent! 


Long may thy hardy ſons of ruſtic toil, 


Be bleſt with health, and peace, and ſweet. con- 


tent! f 
And, O! may Heaven their ſimple lives prevent 
From Luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 
A wirtuous Populace may riſe the while, 


And ſtand a wall of fire around their much-lov'd e. 
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; XXI. 

O Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide, 

That ſtream'd thro' great, unhappy Wallace heart; 
Who dar'd to, nobly, ſtem tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die, the ſecond glorious part ; 
(The Patriot's God peculiarly thou art, | 

His friend, inſpirer, guardian, and reward !) E 
O never, never Scotia's realm deſert, | WM 

But ſtill the Patriot, and the Patrior- Bard, 
In bright ſucceſſion raiſe, her Ornament and Guard, 
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On turning her up in ber Ne eft, with the Plough, 
Noni 1785. 


Wie E, ſleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beaſtie, A 
O, what a panic's in thy breaſtie ! Ml 
Thou need na ſtart awa fae haſty, 
Wy bickering brattle!? © I. 
I wad bs laith to rin an' chaſe thee, 
wr murd'ring . 7 | 
Pm truly forry Man's dominion | H 
Has broken Nature's ſocial union, = Nc 
An juſtifies that ill opinion, | 
Which makes thee ſtartle, 5 1 
At we; thy poor, earth-born companion, | 
An' fellow-mortal ! 
I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve | 3 
What then? pcor beaſtie, thou maun live! W Th 


A daimen-icker in a thrave 


'Sa ſing? requeſt; „ An 


1 7 Ä 
PII get a bleſſin wi! tlie lave, 10 
An' never miſs't! f 


— 


Thy wee: bit hoi fir, too, in ruin 
It's filly wa's the win's are ſtrewin | 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 
O' foggage green! 
An' bleak December's winds enſuin, 
Baith ſnell an' keen! 


1 


Thou ſaw the fields laid bare an waſte, 
An' weary Winter comin faſt, ; 
An' cozie here, beneath the blaſt, 
Thou thought to dwell, 
Till craſh ! the cruel coulter paſt 
Out thro thy cell. 


That wee-bit heap o' leaves an' ſtibble, 
Has coſt thee monie a weary nibble! | , 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, | 
But houſe or hald, 


To thole the Winter's fleety dribble, | 
An' cranreuch cauld ! 


But, Mouſie, thou att no thy lane, 
Ia proving fore/ight way be vain: 
The beſt· laid ſchemes o Mice an Men 
Gang aft a-gley, 
| An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain, 
For promis'd j Joy * k 
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. 
Still thou art bleſt, compar'd wi' me / 


The preſent only toucheth thee : 


But, Och! I backward caſt my e'e 


On proſpeQs drear! 


An' forward, tho I-canna fee, ; 
I gueſs an' fear | 


iv. 
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WINTER NIGHT. 


Poor naked wwretches, whereſoe er you are, 

bat bide the pelting of this pityleſs florm ! 

How ſball your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 

Your loop d and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 

From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe——— 
FE  SHAKESPEARLs 


Warn biting Boreas, fell and doure, 
Sharp ſhivers thro' the leafleſs bow'r ; 
W nn, gies a ſhort- liv d glow'r, 
Far ſouth the liſt, 
Dim-dark'ning thro' the flaky ſhow'r, 
Or whirliog drift. 


Ae night the ſtorm the ſteeples rocked, 

Poor Labour ſweet in ſleep. was locked, 

While burns, wi' ſnawy wreeths up-choked, 
_ Wild-eddying ſwirl, 

Or thro! the mining outlet bocked, | 
Down headlong hurl. 


EO 
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Liſt'ning, the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle, 
Or filly ſheep, wha bide this brattle 
O' winter war, 
And thro” the drift, deep-lairing, ſprattle, 
Beneath a ſcar. 


Ilk happing bird, wee, helpleſs thing! 
That, in the merry months o' ſpring, 
Delighted me to hear thee ſing, 

| What comes o' thee? 
Whare wilt thou cow t thy chittering wing ? 


An; cloſe thy e Ser 


Ev'n you on erte errands toil'd, 


Lone from your ſavage homes exil'd, 


The blood-ſtain'd rooſt, and ſheep-cote ſpoil'd, 
My heart forgets, 


While pityleſs the —_ wild 


Sore on you beats. 


Now Phebe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark-muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain; 
Still crouding — a penſive train, 

Roſe in my ſoul, 


When on my ear this plaintive ſtrain, 


Slow-ſolemn, ſtole— 


Blow, blow, ye Winds, with heavier guſt ! 
And freeze, thou bitter biting Froft ! 


1 


« Deſcend, ye chilly, ſmothering Snows ! 
Not all your rage, as now, united ſhows . 
More hard unkindneſs, unrelenting, 
Vengeful malice, unrepenting, 
© Than heaven-illumin'd Man on brother 
Man beftows! _ 
* See ſtern Oppreſſion's iron grip, 
* Or mad Ambition's gory hand, 
* Sending, like blood-hounds from the flip, 
* Woe, Want, and Murder o'er a land ! 
* Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, ' 
* Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale, 
How pamper'd Luxury, Flatt'ry by her ſide, 
The paraſite empoiſoning her ear, 
With all the ſervile wretches in the rear, 
Looks o'er proud Property, extended wide; 
And eyes the ſimple, ruſtic Hind, 
«* Whoſe toil upholds the glitt'ring ſhow, 
© A creature of another kind, 
Some coarſer ſubſtance unrefin'd, 
* Plac'd for her lordly uſe thus far, thus vile, below! 


: Where, where is Love's fond tender throe, 
With lordly Honor's lofty. brow, 
© The pow'rs you proudly own ? 
© Is there, beneath Love's noble name, 
© Can harbour, dark, the ſelfiſh aim, 
* To bleſs himſelf alone ! 
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« Mark de a prey 
To love pretending ſnares, | 
© © This boaſted Honor turns away, 
* Shunning ſoft Pity's riſing ſway, 
* Regardleſs of the tears and unavalling pray'rs ! 
Perhaps, this hour, in Mis'ry's ſqualid neſt, 
« She ſtrains your infant to her joyleſs breaſt, 
And with a Mother's fears ſhrinks at the rocking 


« blaſt! 


© Oh, ye! who, ſunk in beds of down, 

Feel not a want but what yourſelves create, 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 
* Whom friends and fortune quite diſown ! 

4 Ili-fatisfy'd, keen Nature's clam'rous call, . 
gtretch'd on his ſtraw he lays himſelf to ſleep, 
While thro' the ragged roof and chinky wall, 
_ © Chill, o'er his ſlumbers, piles the drifty hes ! 

+ Think on the dungeon's grim confine, 

* Where Guilt and poor Misfortune pine ! 

Guilt, erring Man, relenting view! 

But ſhall thy legal rage purſue 
© The Wretch, already cruſhed low 
By cruel Fortune's undeſerved blow ? 
£ Affliction s ſons are brothers in diſtreſs; 
A Brother to relieve, how exquiſite the bliſs 


I heard nae mai r, for Chanticleer 
Shook off the pouthery ſnaw, 


e 
And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 
A cottage - rouſing craw. 
But deep this truth impreſs d my mind 
Thro all his works abroad, 


The heart benevolent and kind 
The moſt reſembles Gov. 
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And bar the doors wi” driving ſnaw, 


While froſty winds blaw in the drift, 


„„ I 
A BROTHER POET. 


f 5 | January 
J. 


Y | H ILE winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw, 


And hing us owre the ingle, 
I ſet me down to paſs the time 
And ſpin a verſe or twa' o' rhyme, 
In hamely, weſtlin jingle. 


Ben to the chimla lug, 
I grudge a wee the Great-folk's gift, 
That live ſae bien an' ſnug : 
] tent leſs, and want leſs 
Their roomy fire-ſide ; 
But hanker, and canker, 
To fee their curſed pride. 
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R 
It's hardly in a body's pow'r, 
To keep, at times, frae being ſour, 

To ſee how things are ſhar'd 

How beſt o' chiels are whyles in want, 
Wile Coofs on countleſs thouſands rant, 

And ken na how to-wair't : 

But Davie, lad, ne er faſh your head, 

Tno' we hae little gear, 

We're fit to win our daily bread, 

As lang's we're hale and fier : 
Mair ſpier na, nor fear na“ *, 
Auld age ne'er mind a feg ; 

The laſt o't, the worſt o't, 

y b beg. 
Is only but to beg My 


To lie in kilns and barns at een, | 
When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin, 
Is, doubtleſs, great diftreſs ! 
Yet then content could make us bleſt; 
Ev'n then, ſometimes, we'd ſnatch a taſte 
O' trueſt happineſs. 
The honeſt heart that's free frae a 
Intended fraud or guile, 
However Fortune kick the ba', | 
Has ay ſome cauſe to ſmile; © 
An' mind ſtill you'll find ain 
A comfort that's nae ſina' 
Nae mair then we'll care then, 
Nae farther we can fa'. 
* Raraſay, 
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What tho', like Co of air, 

We wander out, we know not where, 
But either houſe or hal? 

Yet Nature's charms the hills and woods, 


The ſweeping vales and foaming ous, 


Are free alike to all. 
In days when Daifies deck the ground, 
And Blackbirds whiſtle clear, 
With honeſt joy our hearts will bound, 
To ſee the coming year : | 
On braes when we pleaſe, then, 
We'll fit and ſowth a tune; 
Syne rhyme wIl't, we'll time tilPt, 
An' fing't when we hae done. 
8 V. 
It's no in titles nor in rank; 
It's no in wealth like Lon'on Bank, 
To purchaſe peace and reſt; 
It's no in makin muckle, mair .: 
It's no in books, it's no in lear, 
To mak us truly bleſt: 
If Happineſs hae not her ſeat 
And centre in the breaſt, 
We may be wiſe, or rich, or great, 
But never can be bleſt: 
0 Nae treaſures nor pleaſures ; 
Could make us happy lang ; 
The heart aF's the part ay 
Tauhat makes us right or wrang. 
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| | VI. 
Think ye, that fic as you and I, 
Wha drudge and drive thro' wet and dry, 
Wi' never ceaſing toll ; 
Think ye are we leſs bleſt than they, 
Wha ſcarcely tent us in their way, 
As hardly worth their while ? 
Alas! how aft, in haughty mood, 
God's creatures they oppreſs ! 
Or elſe, neglecting a that s guid, 
They riot in excels ! 
a Baith careleſs and forks 
Of either Heaven.or Hell ; 
Eſteeming, and deeming 
It's a' an idle ow] ! 


- VE; 
Then let us chearfy? cone 


Nor make our ſcanty Pleaſures leſs, 
By Poing at our ſtate: 
And, ev'n ſhould Misfortunes come, 
here wha fit hae met wi ſome, 
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An's thankfu' for them yet. : | 
They gie the wit o' Age to Youth ; | 
They let us ken ourſel; | LO = 
They make us ſee the naked truth, | 
The real guid and ill, + 


Tho! loſſes and croſſes 
Be leſſons right ſevere, 
There's wit there, ye'll get there, 


| Ye'll find nae other where. 
\ a ; H 2 


„ 
| VII. 
But tent me, Davie, Ace o' Hearts ! 
(To fay aught Jeſs wad wrang the dartes, 
And flatt'ry ! deteſt) Ew 
This. life has joys for you and I, 55 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy, 
And j wy the very beſt, ” | 
There's a' the Pleaſures & the Heart, 
The Lover an' the Frien' ; 
Ve hae your Meg, your deareſt part, 
And 1 my darling 7ean? 
It warms me, it charms me, 
To mention but her name : 
It heats me, it beets me, 
And ſets me a' on flame! 
: > TO 
O alt you Pow'rs who rule above! 
O Thou, whoſe very ſelf art love! 
| Thou know'ſt my words ſincere ! 
The liſe-blood ſtreaming thro? my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part, 
Is not more fondly dear! | 
When heart-corroding care ard grief 
Deprive my ſoul of reſt, 
Her dear idea brings relief, 
And ſolace to my breaſt. _ 
Thou Being, All-ſeeing, 
O hear my fervent pray'r ! 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy moſt peculiar care ! 
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. | 
All hail! ye tender feelings dear ! 
The ſmile of love, the ſriendly tear, 
The ſympathetic glow! _ 
Long ſince, this world's thorny: ways 
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Had number'd out my weary days, 
Had it not been for you ! 
Fate ſtill has bleft,me with a friend, 
In ev'ry care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender (till. 
It lightens, it brightens, 
The tenebrific ſcene, 
To meet with, and greet with 
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My Dawie, or my Jean! 1 1 

5 EN 

O, bin that name inſpires my ſtyle ! | 

The words come ſkelpin, rank and file, | 

Amaiſt before I ken ! 1 | : 

The ready meaſure rins as fine, ; = 

As Phebus and the famous Nine | | ö h 

Were glowrin owre my pen. Peg 

My ſpaviet Pegaſus will limp, ' 1 

Till ance he's fairly het; 1 hek 720 0 = 

And then he'll hilch, and ſtilt, and FER = 

And rin an unco fit : h 1 > | | ö 

But leaſt then the beaſt then . | - 

Should rue this haſty ride, | q 

Inn light now, and dight now | = 


His ſweaty, , wizen'd hide. 


7§ö˙ | 
aCCASIONED BY 


THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE 


FRIEND's AMOUR. 


Alas ! how oft does Goodneſs ound itſelf 1 


And Tone Affection Ae, the e 5 Wi oe ! 
Hows. 


5 J. 


0 THOU pale Orb, that Glent ſhines, 

While care-untroubled mortals ſleep ! 

Thou ſeeſt a Wretch, who inly pines, 

And wanders here to wail and weep ! 

With Woe I nightly vigils keep, | ; 
Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam ; 

And mourn, in lamentation deep, 
How Life and love are all a dream! 


1 


| II. 
joy leſs view thy rays adorn 
The faintly marked, diſtant bill? 
I joyleſs view thy trembling horn, 
Reeflected in the gurgling rill. 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be ſtill! 
Thou buſy pow'r, Remembrance, ceaſe ! 
Ah! muſt the agonizing thrill 
For ever bar returning Peace ! 
III. 
No idly-feign'd, poetic pains, 
My ſad, love-lorn lamentings claim: 
N 


o ſhepherd's pipe - Arcadian ſtrains; 
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame z 
The plighted faith; the mutual flame; 
The oſt- atteſted Pow'rs above; 
The promis'd Father's tender name : 

| Theſe were the pledges of my love! 


IV. 
Encircled in her claſping arms, | 

How have the raptur'd moments flown! 
How have I wiſh'd for Fortune's charms, 
For her dear fake, and her's alone! 
And, muſt I think it ! is ſhe gone, 

My ſecret heart's exulting boaſt ? 
And does ſhe heedleſs hear my groan ? 
And is ſhe ever, ever loſt? 


3 
7 
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5 v. 
Oh! can ſhe bear ſo baſe a heart, 
So loſt to Honor, loſt to Truth, 
As from the fondeſt lover. part, 
The plighted huſband of her youth? 
Alas ! Life's path may be unſmooth ! 
Her way may lie thro” rough diſtreſs! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will ſoothe, 
Her ſorrows ſhare and make them lefs ? 
| | TL 
Ye winged Hours that o'er us paſt, 
Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd, 
Your dear remembrance in my breaſt, 
My fondIy-treaſur'd thoughts employ'd. 
That breaft, how dreary now, and void, 
For her too ſcanty once of room ! 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of Hope deftroy'd, 
And nota Wiſh to gild the gloom ! 
vu. 
The morn that warns th' approaching day, 
Awakes me up to toil and woes 
I ſee the hours, in long array, 
That I muſt ſuffer, ling'ring, flow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe, 
Keen Recollection's direful train, 
Muſt wring my ſoul, ere Phœbus, low, 
Shall kiſs the diſtant, weſtern main. 
| VIII. b 
And when my nightly couch I try, 
Sore-haraſs'd out with care and grief, 
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My toil-beat nerves, and tear-won eye, 
Keep watchings with the nightly thief 
Or if 1 lumber, Fancy, chief, 
Reigns, haggard-wild, in fore affright ö 
Ev'n day, all-bitter, brings relief 
From ſuch a horror-breathing night. 
5 55 
O! thou bright Queen, who, o'er th* expanſe, 
Now higheſt reign'ſt, with boundleſs ſway! ! 
Oſt has thy ſilent-marking glance | 
Obſerv'd us, fondly-wand'ring, ſtray ! 
The time, unheeded, ſped away, 
While Love's luxurious pulſe beat high, 
Beneath thy ſilver-gleaming ray, | 
To mark the mutual-kindling eye. 
Oh! ſcenes in ſtrong, remembrance ſet! 
Scenes, never, never to return 55 
Scenes, if in ſtupor I forget, 
Again I feel, again I burn! 
From ev'ry joy and pleaſure torn, L 
Life's weary vale I'll wander thro'; 
And hopeleſs, comfortleſs, I'll mourn _ 
A faithleſs woman's broken vow. 
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D ES P ON DE N C V. 


A_ N D E. 


J. | 


n with Fu oppreſs'd with care, 


A burden more than I can bear, 
I ſet me down and ſigh: 
O Life ! thou art a galling load, | 
Along a rough, a weary road. 
To wretches ſuch as I! 
Dim-backward as I caſt my view, 
What ſick'ning Scenes appear! 
What Sorrows yet may pierce me thro', 
Too juſtly I may fear! 
Still caring, deſpairing, 
Muſt be my bitter doom; 
My woes here ſhall cloſe ne'er, 
But with the cloſing tonib. 
= ZR: e 
Happy ! ye ſons of Buſy-life, 
Who, equal to the buſtling ſtrife, 
No other view regard ! 
Ey'n when the wiſhed end's deny'd, 


Yet while the buſy means are ply'd, 


They bring their own reward: 


L198 3: 


Whilſt I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 
Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet ev'ry fad returning night, 
And joyleſs morn the ſame, 
You, buſtling and juſtling, 
Forget each grief and pain; 
I, liſtleſs, 10 reſtleſs, 


N ind ev'ry proſpect vain. 
TH: 
How bleſt the Solitary's lot, 


Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 
Within his humble cell, 

The cavern wild with tangling roots, 

Sits o'er his newly- gather'd fruits, 
Beſide his cryſtal well ! 

Or haply, to his ev'ning thought, 
By unfrequented ſtream, 


The ways of men are diſtant brought, 


A faint- collected dream: 
While praiſing, and raiſing 


His thoughts to heav'n on high, 


As wand'ring, meandring, 
Hie views the ſolemn ſky. 
> IV: 
Than I, no lonely Hermit plac'd 
Where never human footſtep trac'd, 
Leſs fit to play the part, | 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And juft to ſtop, and u to move, 
With ſelf-reſpecting art: 
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55 
But ah! thoſe pleaſures, Loves and Joys, : 
Which I too keenly taſte, | 
The Solitary can deſpiſe, 9 3 
Can want, and yet be bleſt ! 
He needs not, he heeds not, 
N Or human love or hate; 
1 — Whilſt J here muſt cry here 
= | At perfidy ingrate! 
| h V. 
Oh! enviable, early days, 
When dancing thoughtleſs pleaſure's maze, 
To Care, to Guilt unknown! | 
How ill exchang'd for riper times, 
To feel the follies, or the crimes, 
Of others, or my own! 
Ye tiny elves that guiltleſs ſport, 
Like linnets in the buſh, 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your with! | 
The loſſes, the croſſes, 
That adlive man engage; 
The fears all, the tears all, 
Of dim declining Age“ 
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MAN WAS MADE ro MOURN. 


Wa EN chill November's ſurly blaſt 
Made fields and foreſts bare, 

One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth. | 

Along the banks of Ayr, 

| ſpy'd a man, whoſe aged ſtep 
Seem'd weary, worn with care; 

His face was furrow'd o'er with years, 
And hoary was his hair, | 

Hi 27 

Young ſtranger, wither wand'reſt thou? 

. Began the rev'rend Sage; 


Dock thirſt of wealth tuy ſtep chr, 3 e 


Or youthful Pleaſure's rage ? 
Or haply, preſt with cares and woes, 355 
Too ſoon thou haſt began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 


The miſeries of Man. | 
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| III. | 
The Sun that overhangs yon moors, 
Out- ſpreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to ſupport 
A haughty lordling's pride; 
I've ſeen yon weary winter ſun 
Twice forty times return; 
And ev'ry time has added mots, 
That Man was made to mourn, 
FV 

O Man! while in thy early years, 
How prodigal of time ! 

Miſpending all thy precious ert, 
Thy glorious, youthful prime! 

Alternate follies take the ſway; 
Licentious Paſſions burn; 

Which tenfold force gives Nature's law, 
That Man was made to mourn. | 

| | V;: 

Look not alone on youthful Prime, 
Or Manhood's active might; 

Man then is uſeful to his kind, 

f Supported is his right: 

But ſee him on the edge of life, 
With Cares and Sorrows worn, 
Then Age and Want, Oh! ill match'd bas 

Show Man was made to mourn. 
5 VI. 
A few ſeem favourites of Fate, 
In Pleafure's lap careſt; 


8 


11 


Vet, think not all the Rich and Great 
Are likewiſe truly bleſt. 

But, Oh! what crouds in ev'ry land, 
All wretched and forlorn, 

Thro' weary life this leſſon learn, 
That Man was made to mourn. 


| VII. 
Many and ſharp the num'rous IIls 
Inwoven with our frame! 
More pointed ſtill we make ourſelves, 
| Regret, Remorſe, and Shame! 
And Man, whoſe heav'n- erected face 
The ſmiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanity to Man 
Makes countleſs thouſands mourn ! 
VIII, 
See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight, 
So abject, mean, and vile, 
Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toll ; 
And ſee his lordly fellow-worm 
The poor petition ſpurn, 
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife 
And helpleſs offspring mourn. 
. IX. | 
If Pm deſign'd yon lordling's flave, 
By Nature's law deſigr'd, £ 
Why was an independent wiſh 
E'er planted in my mind? 
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If not, why am I ſubject to 
His cruelty, or ſcorn? _ 5 
Or why has Man the will and pow'r ; 1 
To make his fellow mourn ? 
| x. 
Vet, let not this too much, my Son, 
Diſturb thy youthful breaſt: 
This partial view of human-kind 
Is ſurely not the laſt / 
The poor, oppreſſed, honeſt man 
Had never, ſure, been born, | : , 
Had there not been ſome recompenſe 
To comfort thoſe that mourn ! Pol | 
. „ ( 
O Death ! the poor man's deareſt friend, 55 
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The kindeſt and the beſt! \ 
il Welcome the hour my aged limbs | 
Are laid with thee at reſt ! / 
1 The Great, the Wealthy fear thy blow, 
4 From pomp and pleaſure torn ; | 
4 But, Oh! a bleſt relief to thoſe 2 3 
That weary laden mourn! 
A 8 | | ] 


| I. 1 
Th E Wintry Weſt extends his blaſt, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the ſtormy North ſends driving forth 

The blinding ſleet and ſnaw : 
While, tumbling brown, the Burn comes down, 
And roars frae bank to brae ; 

And bird and beaſt in covert reſt, 

And paſs the heartleſs day. 

HE | 

„Ihe ſweeping blaſt, the ſky o'ercait “, 

The joyleſs Winter day, 
Let others fear, to me more dear 
Than all the pride of May : 1 5 
The Tempeſt's howl, it ſoothes my foul, 
My gnefs it ſeems to join; 


The leafleſs trees my fancy pleaſe, 


Their fate reſembles mine! 


* Dr, Young. 
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III. 
Thou Pow'r . whoſe mighty Scheme 
Theſe woes of mine fullil, 


Here, firm, I reſt, they aut be beſt, 
Becauſe they are Thy Will ! 


Then all I want (Oh, do thou grant 


This one requeſt of mine l) 
Since to enjoy Thou doſt deny, 
Aſſiſt me to re/ign ! 


I N 1 
PROSPECT OF DEAT H. 


I, 


O T HOU unknown, Almighty Cauſe 
Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whoſe dread Preſence, *ere an hour, 
Perhaps I muſt appear ! 
II, 
If T have wander'd in thoſe paths 
Of life I ought to ſhun; 
As Something, loudly, in my breaſt, 
Remonftrates I have done; 


55 
Thou know'ſt that Thou haſt formed me 


With Paflions wild and ftrong ; 
And liſt'ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 


E „ ] 


| IV. | 
Where human weakneſs has come ſhort, 


Or frailty ſtept aſide, 


Do Thou, A!-Good ! for ſuch Thou art, 


In ſhades of darkneſs hide. 
Where with intention J have err'd, 
No other Plea 1 have, 
But, Thou art good; and Goodnels ſtill 
Delighteth to forgive. . 
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ON THE SAME OCCASION. 


—— 


WI Y am T loth to leave this earthly ſcene ? 
Have I ſo found it full of pleaſing charins? 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between; 
Some gleams of ſunſhine mid renewing ſtorms : 
Is it departing pangs my foul alarms ?. 
Or Death's unloyely, dreary, dark abode ?* 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms; 
T tremble to approach an angry Gov, 
And juſtly ſmart beneath his fin-avenging rod. 
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Fain would 1 fay, Forgive my foul offence !? 5 
Fain promiſe never more to diſobey; 
But, ſhould my Author health again diſpenſe, 
Again 1 might deſert fair Virtue's way; 
Again in Folly's path might go attray; _ 
Again exalt the brute and fink the man; 
„Then how ſhould I for Heavenly Mercy pray, 
Who act ſo counter Heavenly Mercy's plan? 
Who fin fo oft have mourn'd, yet to temptation ran? | 


1 


O Thou, Great Governor of all below 
If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempeſt ceaſe to blow, 
Or ſtill the tumult of the raging ſea : 
With that controuling pow'r aſſiſt ev'n me, 
Thoſe headlong, furious paſſions to confine 
For all unfit 1 feel my powers be, 
To rule their torrent in th' allowed line; 
O, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine ! 


4 
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Lying at à Reverend Friend” 8 houſe, one night, the 
Author left the- following Verſes in the room : where 


be flept :— 


5 


0 THOU Sid Pow'r, who reign ſt above, 
I know Thou wilt me hear; 
When for this ſcene of peace and love, 
I make my pray'r ſincere. 
| II. 
The hoary Sire the mortal ſtroke, 
Long, long be pleas'd to ſpare ; 
To bleſs his little filial flock, 
And ſhow what good men are. 


: III. 
She, who her lovely Offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears, 
O bleſs her with a Mother's joys, 
Z But ſpare a Mother's tears! 


1. 
Their hope, their ſtay, their darling youth, 
In manhood's dawning bluſh ; 
Bleſs him, Thou God of love and truth, 
Up to a Parent's with. 


L 168 J 
a | V. 
The beauteous, ſeraph Siſter-band 
With earneſt tears pray, 
Than know'lt the ſnares on ev 'ry hand, 
Guide T8 their ſteps alway. 


VI, 


When ſoon or late they reach that coaſt, 


Oer life's rough ocean driven, 
May they rejoice, no wand'rer loft, 
A Family in Heaven. 


FIR ST. F 5 A ns 


Tu E man, in life where- ever plac'd 
Hath happineſs in ſtore, | 

Who walks not in the wicked's way, 
Nor learns their guilty lore! 


Nor from the ſeat of ſcornſul Pride 
| Caſts forth his eyes abroad, 
But with humility and awe | 

Still walks before his Gop. 


That man ſhall flouriſh like the trees 
Which by the ſtreamlets grow ; _ 

The fruitful top is ſpread on high, 
And firm the root below. 


But he whoſe bloſſom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be caſt, 

And like the rootleſs ſtubble toſt, 
Before the ſweeping blaſt. 


For why? that Gop the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and reſt, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly bleſt. 

1 I 
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Under the Preſſure of Violent Anguiſh. 


O THOU great Being | ! what en wrt, 
Surpaſſes me to know: | 

Yet ſure I am, that known to Thee 
Are all Thy works below. 


Thy creature here before Thee ſtands, 
All wretched and diſtreſt ; 


Vet ſure thoſe ilis that wring my ſoul 


9 Thy high beheſt. 


Sure Thou, Almighty, cankt 1 not act 


From cruelty or wrath |! 


O, free my weary eyes from tears, 


Or cloſe them faſt in death ! 


But if I muſt afflicted be, 

To ſuit ſome wiſe deſign ; Z 
Then, man my foul with firm reſolves 
To bear and not repine ! 


FIRST SIX VERSES 


OF THE 


— 


NINETEENTH PSALM. 


| O THOU, the fiſt, the greateſt friend 
Of all the human race ! 

Whoſe ſtrong right hand has ever been 
Their ſtay and dwelling-place ! . 


| Before the mountains heav'd their heads 
Beneath Thy forming hand, 

Before this pond'rous globe itſelf 
Aroſe at Thy command: 


That Pow'r which rais'd, and ſtill upholds 
This univerſal frame, | 

From countleſs, unbeginning time 
Was ever {till the ſame. 


Thoſe mighty periods of years 
Which ſeem to us ſo vaſt, 
Appear no more before Thy fight 
Than yeſterday that's paſt. 
„ 
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Thou giv'ſt the word; Thy creature, man, 
Is to exiſtence brought; 

Again Thou ſay'ſt, Ye ſons of men, 
* Return ye into naught! _ 


Thou layeſt them, with all their cares, 
In everlaſting ſleep: 

As with a flood thou tak'ſt them off 
With overwhelming ſweep. 


They flouriſh like the morning flower, 
In beauty's pride array'd ; | 
But long ere night cut down it lies 
All wither'd and decay'd. 


K. 


MOUNTAIN DAISY, 
On turning one down with the Plough in 
April 1786. 


W E E, EK crimſon-tipped flow'r, 


Thou's met me in an evil hour; 

For I maun cruſh amang the ſtoure 
Thy ſlender ftem : 
To ſpare thee now is paſt my pow'r, 

_ Thou bonie gem. 


Alas! its no thy neebor ſweet 
The bonie Lark, companion meet! 
Bending thee mang the dewy weet! 
Wi' ſpreckl'd breaſt, 
When upward-ſpringing, blythe, to greet 
The purpling Eaſt. 


Cauld blew the bitter-biting North 
Upon thy early, humble birth; | 
Yet chearfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the ſtorm, 
Scarce rear'd above the Parent-earth 


Thy tender form, 
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The flaunting flow'rs our Gardens yield, 
High ſhelt'ring woods and wa's maun ſhield ; 
But thou, beneath the random bield | 
O' clod or flane, 


Adorks the hiſtie /ibble-field, 


Unſeen, alane. 


There, in thy ſcanty male clad, 


Thy ſnawie boſom ſun-ward ſpread, 


1 85 lifts thy unaſſuming head, 
In humble guiſe; 


But now the /bare uptears thy bed, 
And low thou lies 1. 


Such is the fate of arte Maid, 
Sweet flow'ret of the rural ſhade ! 


By Love s ſimplicity betray'd, 


And guileleſs truſt, 


Till ſhe, like thee, all ſoil'd, is laid 
Low' i' the duſt. 


Such is the fate of ſimple Bard, RE 
On Life's rough ocean luckleſs ſtarr'd ! 
Unſkilful he to note the card | 

Of prudent Lore, 


Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 


. z And whelm him o'er ! 


Such fate to AN W oh is givin, 
Who long with wants and woes has ſtriv'n, 


E 


By human pride or cunning driv'n 
To Mis'ry's brink, 
Till . d of ev'ry ſtay but Heaw'n,. 
He, ruin'd, fink ! 


Ev'n thou who mourn'ſt the Daiſy's fate, 
That fate is thine—no diſtant date ; 
Stern Ruin's ploug h- ſbare drives, elate, 
Full on thy bloom, 
Till cruſh'd beneath the furrow's weight, 
Shall be thy doom. 


JW. ” 
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J. 


A LE hail! inexorable lord! 
At whole deſtruQion-breathing word, 
The mightieſt empires fall! 
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train, 
The miniſters of Grief and Pain, 
A ſullen welcome, all! 
With ſtern-reſolv'd, deſpairing eye, 
I fee each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my deareſt tye, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'ring, and pouring, 
The Storm no more I dread; 
Tho' thick'ning, and black'ning, 
Round my devoted head. 


| SEE 
And thou grim Pow'r, by Life abhorr'd, 
While Life a pleaſure can afford, 


E 


Oh! hear a wretch's pray'r ! 
No more I ſhrink appall'd, afraid; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, 
To cloſe this ſcene of care! 
When ſhall my ſoul, in ſilent peace, 
Reſign Life's joyle/s day? 
My weary heart its throbbings ceaſe, 
Cold-mould'ring in the clay ? 
No fear more, no tear more, 
To ſtain my lifeleſs face, 
Enclaſped, and graſped, 
Within thy cold embrace! 


\ 


is 
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With BNATTIE's Pots fer. a Nexw- Year's Gift. 
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A GAIN the ſilent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driv'n, 

And you, tho? ſcarce in maiden prime, 
Are ſo much nearer Heav'n. T 


No gifts have I from Indian coaſts 
The Infant year to hail; 


I ſend you more than India boaſts 


In Edwin's ſimple tale. 


Our Sex with guile, and faithleſs love, 

Is charg'd, perhaps, too true; 5 
But may, dear Maid, each Lover prove 
An Edwin ſtill to you. 


YOUNG FRIEND. 


May 1785. 


J. 


1 LANG hae thoughts n my youthfw friend, 
A Something to have ſent you, 
Tho' it ſhould ſerve nae ither end 
Than juſt a kind memento; _ 1041 
But how the ſubject theme may gang, 
Let time and chance determine; 
Perhaps it may turn out a Sang; 
Perhaps, turn out a Sermon. 
8 . 
Ye'll try the world ſoon, my lad, 
And Andrea dear, believe me, 
Ye'll find mankind an unco ſquad, 
And muckle they may grieve ye : 
For care-and trouble ſet your thought, 
Ev'n when your end's attained ; 
And a' your views may come to nought, 
Where ev'ry nerve is ſtraine. 
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PII no ſay, men are villains a'; 

The real, harden'd wicked, 

Wha hae nae check but human law, 
Are to a few reſtricked : 

But Och, mankind are unco weak, 
An' little to be truſted; 

If Self the wavering balance ſhake, 
Its rarely right adjuſted. ! 
EE” * 

Yet they wha fa' in Fortune's ſtiife, 
Their fate we ſhould na' cenſure, 

For ſtill th' inportant end of life, 

They equally may anſwer: 

A man may hae an honeſt heart, 
Tho' Poortith hourly ſtare him; 

A man may tak a neebor's part, 
Yet hae nae caſh to ſpare him, 

Ay ſree, aff han', your ſtory tell, 
When wi' a boſom crony ; 

But till keep ſomething to yourſel 
Ye ſcarcely tell to ony. 

Conceal yourſel as weel's ye can 
Frae critical diſſection; 

But keek thro' ev'ry other man, 
Wi' ſharpen'd, ſly inſpection. 
eee. 

The ſacred lowe o eb pla Mane, 

Luxuriantly indulge it; 


* 
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But never tempt th' illicit rede, 
Tho' naething ſhould divulge it: 
I wave the quantum o' the ſinz _ 
The hazard of concealing ; - 
But Och! it hardens a' within, 
And petrifies the feeling ! 
VII. 
To catch Dame Fortune's golden ſmile, 
Aſſiduous wait upon her; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 
That's juſtify'd by Honor: 
Not for to hide it in a hedge, 
Nor for a train attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent. 
"v8 
The fear o' Hell's a hangman's whip, 
To haud the wretch in order ; 
But where ye feel your Honor grip 
Let that ay be your border: 
Its ſlighteſt touches, inſtant pauſe 
Debar a? fide pretences; 
And reſolutely keep its laws, 
 VUncaring conſequences. | 
IX, 

The great Creator to revere, : 
_ Muſt ſure become the Creature ; 
But ſtill the preaching cant forbear, 

And ev'n the rigid feature: 


: TE 


Yet ne'er with Wits prophane to range, 
Be complaiſance extended; | 
An Atheiſt laugh's a poor exchange 
For Deity offended ! 
| N. 
When ranting round in Pleaſure's ring, 
Religion may be blinded; 
Or if ſhe gie a random fl ing, 
Tt may be little minded ; 
But when on life we're tempeſt-driv'n, 
A conſcience but a canker— 
A correſpondence fix'd wi' Heav'n, 
Is ſure a noble anchor! 


Xl. 
Adieu, dear, amiable Youth ! 


Your heart can ne'er be wanting! 

May Prudence, Fortitude, and Truth, 
Erect your brow undaunting ! 

In Ploughman's phraſe, © Gov ſend you ſpeed, f 
Still daily to grow wiſer; 

And may ye better reck the rede, 
Than e'er did th' Adviſer! 


v 
N 


F. 


SCOTCH BAKE 


GONE TO THE WEST INDIES. 


- 
A YE wha live by ſowps o' drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo- clink, 
A' ye wha live and never think, 
Come, mourn wi' me! 


Our Bill s gien us a' a jink, 
An' owre the Sea. 


Lament him a' ye rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a random ſplore; 
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar, 
In ſocial key; 
For now he s taen anither ſhore, 
An' owre the Sea ! 


The bonie laſſes weel may wiſs him, 
And in their dear petitions place him: 
The widows, wives, an' a' may bleſs him 

W! tearfu' ee ; 


For weel I wat they'l fairly miſs him 
That's owre the Sea 
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O Fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadſt thou taen aff ſome drowſy bummle, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble, 

'T wad been nae plea ; 
But he was gleg as onie wumble, 
That's owre the Sea! 


Auld, cantie le may weepers wear, 
An' ſtain them wi' the ſaut, ſaut tear: 
Till mak her poor, auld heart, I fear, 

In flinders flee : 
He was her Laureat monie a year, 
That's owre the Sea! 


He ſaw Misfortune's cauld Nor-awe/? 
Lang muſtering up a bitter blaſt ; 
A Jillet brak his heart at laſt, 
Ill may ſhe be! 
So, took a birth afore the maſt, 
| An' owre the Sea. 


To tremble under Fortune's cummock, 
| On ſcarce a bellyfu' o' drummock, 
Wi' his proud, independent ſtomach, 
Could ill agree ; 
So, row t his hurdies in a hammo#}, 
An' owre the Sea. 


He ne'er was gien to great miſguiding, 
Vet coin his pouches wad na bide in; 
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Wi him ft ne'er was under hiding ; 
He dealt it free: 


The Muſe was a' that he took pride in, 
That's owre the Sea. 


Jamaica bodies, uſe him weel, 
An' hap him in a come biel : 
Ye'll find him ay a dainty chiel, 
An' fou o' glee: 
He wad na wrang'd the vera Deil, 
That's owre the Sea. 


Fareweel, my rhyme-compoſing billie ! 
Your native ſoil was right ill · willie; 
But may ye flouriſh like a lily, 
f Now bonielie 
Ill toaſt ye in my hindmoſt gillie, 
Tho' owre the Sea! 


: FP, IR fa your honeſt, ſonſie face, 
Great Chieftan o' the Puddin-race ! 
1 8 them a' ye tak your place, 


Painch, tripe, or thairm: 


Weel are ye wordy o' a grace 
As lang's my arm. 


The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a diſtant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 
In time o' need, 
While thro' your pores the deus diftil 
| Like amber bead. 


His knife ſee Ruſtic-labour dight, 
An' cut you up wi' ready flight, 
Trenching your guſhing entrails bright 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, O what a glorious ſight, 
Warm-reekin, rich! 


Then, horn for horn they ſtretch an' ſtrive, 
Dell tak the hindmoſt, on they drive, 


- 
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Till a' their weel-ſwall'd kytes. belyve - 
| Are bent like drums; 
Then auld Guidman, maiſt like to rive, 
| Bethankit hums. 


Is there that owre his French ragout, 
Or olio that wad ſtaw a ſow, 
Or fricaſſee wad mak her ſpew _ 
Wi' perfect ſconner, 


Looks down wi' ſneering, ſcornfu' view 
On fic a dinner ? 


Poor devil ! ſee him owre his traſh, 
As feckleſs as a', wither'd raſh, 
His ſpindle ſhank a guid whip-laſh, 
His nieve a nit; 3 


Thro' bluidy y flood or field to daſh, 
O how unfit ! 


But mark the Ruſtic, haggis-fed, 
The trembling earth reſounds his tread, 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 
| He'll mak it whiſsle; 
An' legs, an' arms, an' heads will ſned, 
L.ike taps o' thriſsle. 


Ye Pow'rs wha mak mankind your care, 
And diſh them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae ſtinking ware 
| That jaups in luggies: 
But, if ye wiſh her gratefu' pray'r, 
Gie her a haggis ! 
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E XPECT na, Sir, in this narration, 
A fleechin, fleth'rin Dedication, 
To rooſe you up, an' ca' you guid, 


An' ſprung o' great an' noble bluid? 
Becauſe ye're firnam'd like His Grace, 5 
Perhaps related to the race: 


Then when I'm tir d—and fac are ye, 


Wi' monie a fulſome, ſinfu' lie, 


Set up a face, how I ſtop ſhort, 
For fear your modeſty be hurt. 


This may do—maun do, Sir, wi' them wha 


Maun pleaſe the Great Folk for a wamefou ; 
For me! ſae laigh I need na bow, 
For, Loxp be thankit, I can plough ; 


And when I downa yoke a naig, 


Then, Lox be thankit, I can beg; 


Sae I ſhall ſay, an' that's nae flatt'rin, 
It's juſt /ic Poet an' fic Patron. 


1 . 


The Poet, ſome guid Angel help him, 
Dr elſe, I fear, ſome ill ane ſkelp him ! 
He may do weel for a' he's done yet, 

But only—he's no juſt begun yet. 


The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgie me, 
I winna lie, come what will o' me) 
On ev'ry hand it will allow'd be, 
He's juſt—nae better than he ſhould be. 


» T readily and freely grant, 

He downa ſee a poor man want; 
What's no his ain, he winna tak it; 
What ance he ſays, he winna break it; 
Ought he can lend he'll no refus't, 

Till aft his guidneſs is abus d; 

And raſcals whyles that do him wrang, 
Ev'n that, he does na mind it lang: 
As Mafter, Landlord, Huſband, Father, 

He does na fail his part in either. 


But then, nae thanks to him for a' that; 
| Nae godly ſymptom ye can ca' that; 
Irs naething but a milder feature, 
Of our poor, finfu', corrupt Nature: 
Ye'll get the beſt o' moral works, 
Mang black Gentoos, and Pagan Turks, 
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi, 


Wha never heard of Orth-d-xy. 


= 
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That he's the poor man's friend in need, 
The Gentleman in word and deed, 

It's no thro' terror of D-mn-t--n ; 

It's juſt a carnal inclination, 


_ Morality, thou deadly bane, 
Thy tens o' thouſands thou haſt ſlain! 
Vain is his hope, whaſe ſtay an' truſt is 


In moral Mercy, Truth and Juſtice ! 


No —ſtretch a point to catch a plack ; 
Abuſe a Brother to his back ; 
Steal thro? the winnock frae a wh- re, 
But point the Rake that taks the door ; 
Be to the Poor like onie whunſtane ; 
And haud their noſes to the grunſtane; 
Ply ev'ry art o' legal thieving; 


No matter—ſtick to /ound believing. 


Learn three-mile pray'rs, an' half-mile graces, 
Wi' weel-ſpread looves, an' lang, wry faces; 
Grunt up a ſolemn, lengthen'd' groan, 

And damn a' Parties but your own; 
I'll warrant then, ye're nae Deceiver, 
A ſteady, ſturdy, ſtaunch Believer. 


O ye wha leave the ſprings o' C-lv-n, 


For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin ! « 


Ye ſons of Hereſy and Error, 
Ye'll ſome day ſqueel in quaking tertbr ! 
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When Vengeance draws the ſword in wrath, 
And in the fire throws the ſheath; 

When Ruin, with his ſweeping be/om, 
Juſt frets till Heav'n commiſſion-gies him; 
While o'er the Harp pale Vis'ry moans, 
And ftrikes the ever-deep'ning tones, 

Still louder ſhrieks, and heavier groans ! 


Your pardon, Sir, for this digreſſion, 
[ mail forgat my Dedication ; 
But when Divinity comes croſs me, 
My readers till are ſure to loſe me. 


So, Sir, you ſee 'twas nae daft vapour, 
But I maturely thought it proper, 
When a' my works I did review, 
To dedicate them, Sir, to Tou: 
Becauſe (ye need na tak it ill) 
I thought them ſomething like yourſel. 


Then patronize them wi' your favor, 
And your Petitioner ſhall ever 
I had amailt ſaid, ever pray, 
But that's a word I need na ſay: 

For prayin J hae little {kill o't ; | 
I'm baith dead-ſweer, an' wretched ill o't; 
But I'ſe repeat each poor man's pray'r, 
That kens or hears about you, Sir—— 
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* May ne'er Misfortune's gowling bark, 

* Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk / 

May neer his gen'rous, honeſt heart, 

For that ſame gen'rous ſpirit ſmart ! 
May Ks, far-honour'd name 
Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 

. Till Hes, at leaſt a diz'n, - 

Are frae their nuptial labors riſen : 
Five bonie Laſſes round their table, 
And ſev'n braw Fellows, ſtout an' able, 
* To ſerve their King an' Country weel, 

By word, or pen, or pointed ſteel ! 

May Health and Peace, with mutual rays, 

Shine on the ev'ning o' his days! 

Till his wee, curlie John's ier-oũoe, 

When ebbing life nae mair ſhall flow, 

The laſt, ſad, mournful rites beſtow !? 


A 


* 


* 


* 


J will not wind a lang concluſion, 
With complimentary effuſion : 
But whilſt your wiſhes and endeavours, 
Are bleſt with Fortune's {miles and favours, 
I am, Dear Sir, with zeal moſt fervent, 
Your much indebted, humble ſervant. 


But if (which Pow'rs above prevent) 
That iron-hearted Carl, Want, 
Attended, in his grim advances, 

By fad miſtakes, and black miſchances, 


1 
While hopes, and joys, and pleaſures fly him, 


Make you as poor a dog as | am, 


| Your humble ſervant then no more; 

For who would humbly ſerve the Poor? 

But, by a poor man's hopes in Heav'n! 2 
While recollection's pow'r is giv'n, 

If, in the vale of humble life, 

The victim ſad of Fortune's ſtrife, 

I, thro' the tender-guſhing tear, 

Should recogniſe my Maſter dear, 

If friendleſs, low, we meet together, , 

Then, Sir, your hand—my Friend and Brother ! 


Cn ſeeing one on @ Lady's Bonnet at Church. 


H A! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie! 
Your impudence protects you fairlie : 
I canna ay but ye ſtrunt rarely 

Oore gauze and lacey 


Tho' faith, 1 fear, ye dine but ſparely 
On ſic a place. 


Ye ugly. creepin, blaſtit wonner, 
Deteſted, ſhunn'd, by faunt an' ſinner, 
How daur ye ſet your fit upon her, 

| Sae fine a Lady ! 


Gae ſomewhere elſe and ſeek your dinner, 
On ſome poor body. 


Sith, in ſome beggar's haffet ſquattle ; 
There ye may creep, and fpraw}, and ſprattle 
Wi ither kindred, jumping cattle, 

: In ſhoals and nations; 
Whare Born nor bane ne'er daur unſcttle 

Your thick plantations, 
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Now haud you there, ye're out o' ſight, 
Below the fatt'rels, ſnug and tight ; 
Na faith ye yet! ye'll no be right 
Till ye've got on it, 
The vera tapmoſt, tow'ring height 
© O' . s bonnet. 


My ſooth ! right bauld ye ſet your noſe out, 
As plump an' gray as onie grozet: 
O for ſome rank, mercurial rozet, 
| Ot fell, red ſmeddum, 
Id gie you fic a hearty doſe o'r, 
Wad dreſs your droddum 


I wad na been ſurpris'd to 1 
You on an auld wife's flainen toy; 
Or aiblins ſome bit duddie boy, | 
| On's wyliecoat 3 3 
But Miſs's fine Lunardi ! hee ! 
How daur ye do't ? 


O, Jenny, dinna toſs your head, 
An' ſet your beauties a' abread ! 
Ye little ken what curſed ſpeed - 
The blaſtie's makin ! 
Thae winks and finger-ends, I dread, 
Are notice takin ! 
K 2 
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O wad ſome Pow'r the giftie gie us 
Ta fee ourſelves as others ſee us] 
It wad frae monie a blunder free us 

An' fookiſh notion: 
What airs in dreſs an' gait wad lea'e us, 
And ev'n Devotion! 


E D IN U ROM 


J. 


E DIN AI Scotia's darling ſeat ! 
All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneath a Monarch's feet 
Sat Legiſlation's ſov'reign pow'rs! 
From marking wildly-ſcatt'red flow'rs, 
As on the banks of Ayr ſtray'd, 
And ſinging, lone, the ling'ring hours, 
I ſhelter in thy honor'd ſhade. 


f * 
Here Wealth ſtill ſwelis the golden tide, 
As buſy Trade his labours plies; 
There ArchiteQure's noble pride 
Bids elegance and ſplendor riſe: 
Here Juftice, from her native ſkies, 
High wields her balance and her rod ; 
There learning, with his eagle eyes, | 
Seeks Science in her coy abode. 
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Thy Sons, Edina, ſocial, kind, 

With open arms the Stranger hail ; 
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral mind, 

Above the narrow, rural vale : 
Attentive {till to Sorrow's wall, 

Or modeſt Merit's ſilent claim; 

And neyer may their ſources fail ! 
And never envy blot their name l 
| IV. 
Thy Daughters bright thy walks adorn, 

Gay as the zilded ſummer {ky, 

Sweet as the dewy, milk-white thorn, 

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy! 
Fair B ſtrikes th' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on my fancy ſhine ; 
I ſee the Sire of Love on high, 

And own his work indeed divine ! 
There, watching high the leaſt alarms, 
Thy rough, rude Fortreſs gleams afar ; 
Like ſome bold Vet'ran, gray in arms, 

And mark'd with many a ſeamy ſcar : 
The pond'rous wall and maſſy bar, 

Giim-riſing o'er the rugged rock, 
Have oft withſtood aſſailing War, 

And oft repell'd th' Invader's ſhock. 


VI. 
With awe-ſtruck thought, and pitying tears, 


I view that noble, ſtately Dome, 


I ww 1 


Where Scotie*s kings of other years, 
Fam'd heroes! had their royal home: 
Alas, how chang'd the times to come ! 
Their royal Name low in the duſt ! 
Their hapleſs Race wild-wand'ring roam ! 
Tho” rigid Law cries out, twas juſt! 
N VII. 
Wild beats my heart, to trace your ſteps, | 
Whoſe anceſters, in days of yore, 
Thro' hoftile ranks and ruin'd gaps - 
Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
Eva 7 who ſing in ruſtic lore, 
Haply y Sires have left their ſhed, 
And fac'd grim Danger's loudeſt roar, 
Bald-following where your Fathers led! 
VIII. 
Edina ! Scotia's darling ſeat! 
All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet, 
Sat Legiſlation's ſov'reign pow'rs | 
From marking wildly-ſcatt'red flow'rs, 
As on the banks of Ayr I ſtray'd, 
And ſinging, lone, the ling'ring hours, 
1 ſhelter in thy honor'd ſhade. | 


J. L#*#*##K, 
AN OLD SCOTCH BARD. 


April , 1785. 


Wa ILE 3 an' woodbines budding green, | 
An' Paitrick's ſcraichin loud at e'en, 
And morning Pouſſie whiddin ſeen, 
Inſpite my Muſe, 
This freedom, in an unknown frien', 
] pray excuſe. 


On Faſten-een we had a rockin, 
To ca' the crack and weave our ſtockin; 
And there was muckle fun and jok in, 
Ye need na doubt; 


At 1 we e had a hearty yokin 
At ſang about. 
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There was ae ſang, among the reſt, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me beſt, 
That ſome kind huſband had addieſt 
To ſome ſweet wife : 
It thrill'd the heart-ftrings thro? the breaſt, - 
A ra the he 


I've ſcarce heard ought deſcrib'd ſae weel, 
What gen'rous, manly boſoms feel; 
Thought I, Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

| | Or Beattie's wark 2 
They tauld me 'twas an odd kind chiel 
About Muirkirk. 


It pat me fidgin-fain to hear't, 
An' ſae about him there I ſpier't; 
Then a' that ken't him round declar'd, 
He had ingine, 
That nane excell'd it, few cam near't, 
It was fae fine. | 


That, ſet him to a pint of ale, 
An' either douce or merry tale, 
Or rhymes an' ſangs he'd made himſel, 
Or witty catches, 
Tween Inverneſs and Tiviotdale, 
He had few matches. 


| Then up I gat, an' ſwoor an aith, 
Tho' I ſhould pawn my pleugh an' graith, 
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Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

| At ſome dyke-back, 
A pint an gill I'd gie them baith, 

To hear your crack. 


But, firſt an' foremoſt, I ſhould tell, 
Amaiſt as ſoon as I could ſpell, 
I to the crambo jinple fell, 


Tho' rude an' rough, 
Yet crooning to a body's ſel, 


Does we enough, 


Jam nae Poet, in a ſenſe, 
But juſt a Rhymer, like, by chance, 
An' hae to Learning nae pretence, 
Yet, what the matter? 
© Whene'er my Muſe does on me glance, 
| Jingle at her. 


Your Critic-folk may cock their noſe, 
And ſay, © How can you e'er propoſe, 
* You wha ew hardly verſe frae proſe, 
* To mak a ang? 
'But, by Four leaves, my learned foes, 
Ye re maybe wrang. 
What's a' your jargon o' your n 
Your Latin names for horns an' ſtools; 
If honeſt Nature made you fools, 
What ſairs your Grammars ; 
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| Ye'd better taen up ſpades and ſhools, 
Or knappin-hammers. 


A ſet o' dull, conceited Haſhes, 
Confuſe their brains in College-claſſes ! 
They gang in Sticks, and come out Aſſes, 
Plain truth to ſpeak ; 
An' ſyne they think to climb Parnaſſus 
| By dint o Greek! 


Gie me ae ſpark o' Nature's fire, 
That's a' the learning I deſire ; 7 
Then tho? I drudge thro? dub an' mire 

| At pleugh or cart, 


My Muſe, tho? hamely in attire, 
May touch the heart. 


O ſor a ſpunk o Allan's glee, 
Or Ferguſon's, the bauld an' ſlee, 
Or dright s, my friend to be, 
Ik I can hit it! 


That would be Aar enough for me, 
If I could get it. 


Now, Sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends I b'lieve are few, 


| Tots if your catalogue be fow, 
I' ſe no inſiſt; 


But, gif ye want ae ſriend that's true, 
I'm on your liſt. 
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T winna blaw about myſel, 
As ill I like my fauts to tell; 
But friends, an' folk that with me well, 
They ſometimes rooſe me; 
Tho I maun own, as monie ſtill 
As far abuſe me. 


| There's ae wee faut they whiles lay to me, 
T like the laſſes Gude forgie me! 


= Sg dor monie a Plack they wheedle frae me, 


Ns 


=, At dance or fair: 
Maybe fome ither thing they gie me 
They weel can ſpare, 


But Manchline Race or Mai cbiins Fair, 
T ſhould be proud to meet you there; 
We'ſe gie ae night's diſcharge to care, 
| If we forgather, 
An' hae a ſwap o' min aware 
WY ane anith iger. 


The four-gill chap, 'we'ſe gar him clatter, 
An' kirſen him wi' reekin water; 
Syne we'll fit down an' tak our whitter, 
| To chear our heart ; 
An faith, we'ſe be acquainted better 
| Before we part. 


Awa ye ſelfiſh, warly race, 7 
Wha think that havins, ſenſe, an' grace, 
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Ew'n love an' friendſhip, ſhould give place, 
| To catch-the-plack ! 

I dinna like to fee your face, 
oy Nor hear your crack. 


But ye whom ſocial pleaſure charms, 
Whoſe hearts the tide of kindneſs warms, 
Who hold your being on the terms, | 
„ * Each aid the others,” 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 
My friends, my brothers ! 


But, to conclude my lang epiſtle, 

As my auld pen's worn to the griſsle; 

Twa lines frae you wad gar me fiſsle, 

6 Who am, moſt fervent, 
While I can either ſing, or whilsle, 

Your friend and ſervant: 
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r. 


April 21, 1785. 


WI ILE new-ca'd kye row te at the ſtake, 
An' pownies reck in pleugh or braik, 
This hour on e'enin's edge I take, 

To own I'm debtor 


To honeſt-hearted, auld ., 
For his kind letter. 


Forjeſket ſair, with weary legs, 
Rattlin the corn out-owre the rigs, 
Or ing thro' amang the naigs 
Their ten- hours bite, 


8 awkart Muſe fair pleads and begs 


I would na write. 


| | | Ir 

The tapetleſs, ramfeezl'd hizzie, | | O 
She's ſaſt at beſt an' ſomething lazy: - | 

Quo' ſhe, * Ye ken we've been ſae buſy „ EB 


| This month an' mair, 
© That trouth, my head is grown right dizzie, 
An' ſomething fair,” 


— 


1 


Her dowff excuſes pat me mad; 
Conſcience, fays I, ye thowleſs jad 
ell write, an' that a hearty blaud, 7 
; This vera night, 

. 80 dinna ye affront your trade, 
But rhyme it right. 


© Shall bauld Z****#z, the king o' hearts, 
' Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes, 
* Roofe you ſae weel for your deſerts, 
In terms ſae friendly, 
© Yet ye'll neglect to ſhaw your parts 
An' thank him kindly a 


Sae I gat paper in a blink, 
An' down gaed /f/umpie in the ink > 
Quoth I, * Before 1 ſleep a wink, 
* I vowlllcloſeit; 
An if ye winna mak it clink, 


By Jove VII proſe it! 


Sae I've begun to ſcrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or proſe, or baith thegither, 
Or ſome hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 
Let time mak proof; 
But I ſhall ſcribble down ſome blether 
| JIuſt clean aff-loof. 
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My worthy friend, ne' er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' Fortune uſe you hard an' ſharp, 
Come, kittle up your moorland bar p 
Wi' gleeſome touch! 
Ne'er mind how Fortune waſt an warp z 
. She's but a b- teh. 


She's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg, 
Sin I could ſtriddle owre a rig; 
wo by the L—d, tho' I ſhould beg 
Wi' lyart pow, 
P11 laugh, an' ſing, an' ſhake my leg, 
As lang's I dow! 


Now comes the ſax an” twentieth ſimmer, 
Pve ſeen the bud upo' the timmer, 
Stil perſecuted by the limmer 
PFrae year to year; 
But yet, deſpite the kittle kimmer, 
J, Rob, am here. 


Do ye envy the city Gent, 
Behind a kiſt to lie an' (lent, 


Or purſe · proud, big wi' cent. per cent. 
An' muckle wame, 


In ſome bit Brugh to repreſent 
A Bailie's name? 


Or is't the paughty, feudal Thane 
Wi rufff d fark an“ glancing cane, 


Por 
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Wha thinks himfel nae ſheep · ſhank bane, 
But lordly ſtalks, 


While caps and bonnets aff are taen, 
As by he walks? 


O, Thu wha gies us each guid gift ! 

* Gie me of wit an' ſenſe a lift, 
; Then turn me, if Thou pleaſe, adrift, 
© Thro? Scotland wide; 


© Wy cits nor lairds I wadna ſhift, 
In a' their pride !?“ 


Were this the charter of our ſtate, 
On pain o hell be rich an' great, 
Damnation then would be our fate, 

Beyond remead ; 


But, thanks to Heav'n, that's no the _ 
We learn our creed. 


For thus the royal Mandate ran, 
When firſt the human race began, 
* The ſocial, friendly, honeſt man, 

| _ * Whateer he be, 


. Ti is be fulfils great Nature's plan, 
And none but he.” 


O Mandate, glorious and divine! 
The followers o' the ragged Nine, 
Poor, thoughtleſs devils! yet may ſhine 

In glorious light, 


1 | 
While ſordid ſons o'-Mammon's line 
| Are dark as night. 


Tho' here they ſcrape, an ſqueeze, an growl, 
Their worthleſs nievefu* of a ſoul _ 
May in ſome future carcaſe how], 
The ſoreſt's fright ; 
ori in IM day-deteſting owl 
May ſhun the light. 


Then may L**###*} and BA ariſe, ' 

To reach their native, kindred ſkies, 
And fing their pleaſures, hopes an' joys, \ 
In ſome mild ſphere. 


Still cloſer knit in friend{hip's ties 
Each TERS year! 


: 


W. S#####*N, Ochiltree. 


May, | 1785, 


I GATT your letter, winſome Willie; 
Wi' gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie; 
Tho' I maun ſay't, I wad be filly, 
An' unco vain, 
Should 1 believe, my coaxin billie, 
Your flatterin ſtrain, 


But I'ſe believe ye kindly meant it, 
I ſud be laith to think ye hinted 
Tronic ſatire, ſidelins ſklented | 
| | On my poor Muſfie 
Tho' in fic phraiſin terms ye've penn'd it, 
I ſcarce excuſe ye. 


My ſenſes wad be in a creel, 
Should I but dare a hope to ſpeel, 
Wi' Allan, or wi' Gilbert feld, 
The braes o' fame; 
Or Ferguſon, the writer-chiel, 5 
A deathleſs name. 
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| (O Ferguſon ! thy glorious parts 
IIl ſuited law's dry muſty arts! 
My curſe upon your whunſtane hearts, 


Ye Enbrugh Gentry ! 
The tythe o' what ye waſte at cartes 


Wad ſtow'd bis pantry ! ) 


Yet Sw A tale comes i' my head, 

Or laſſes gie my heart a ſcreed, 

As whiles they're like to be my dead, 
| (O fad diſeaſe t) 

I kittle up my-ruflic reed ; 


It gies me eaſe, | 


Auld Cale now, may hdge fu' fain, 
She's gotten Bardies o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain, 
. But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a' reſound again 
Her weel-ſung praiſe. 


Nae Poet thought ber worth his while, 
To ſet her name in meaſur'd ſtyle; 
She lay like ſome unkend-of ifle 
| Befide New Holland, 
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil _ 
Beſouth Magallan. 


Ramſay am famous Ferguſon 
Gied Forth an' Tay a lift aboon; 


a 


0 
B 
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Yarrow an' Taveed, to monie a tune, 
 Owre Scotland rings, 

While PRE Lugar, Ayr, an' Doon, 

Na ſings. 


| Th Illiqſus, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, 
Glide ſweet in monie a tunefu' line; 
But, Willie, ſet your fit to mine, 
An' cock your creſt, 
- We'll gar our ſtreams an' burnies ſhine, 


Op wi' the beſt, 


We'lF fing auld Coila's plains an' fells, 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bells, 
Her banks an' brae, her dens an' dells, 
Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gree, as ſtory tells, 
Frae Suthron billies. 


At Wallace name, what Scottiſh blood 
But boils up in a fpring-tide flood ! 
Oft have our fearleſs fathers ftrode 

By Wallace ſide, 
Still Nelisg onward, red-wat ſhod, 

Or glorious dy'd ! 


O ſweet are Coila's haughs an' woods, 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds, | 


And jinkin hares, 1 in amorous whids, 
Their loves enjoy. 


+ 
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While thro' the braes the cuſhat croods 
With wailfu' cry! 
_Evn winter bleak has charms to me, 
When winds rave thro” the naked tree ; 
Or froſts on hills of Ochiltree 
Are hoary gray ; 


| Or blinding drifts wild furious-flee, 


Dark'ning the day ! 


O Nature! a thy ſhews an' forms 


To feeling, penſive hearts hae charms ! 


Whether the Summer kindly warms, 
WY life an' light, 


Or Winter howls, 1 in guſty ſtorms, 
| The lang, dark night ! 


The Muſe, nae Poet ever fand her, 
Till by himſel he learn'd to wander, 
Adown ſome trotting burn's meander, 

An' no thing lang 3. 


O ſweet, to ſtray an' penſive ponder 


A heart- felt ſang 


The warly race may drudge an' drive, 
Hog-ſhouther, jundie, ſtretch an' ſtrive, 


Let me fair Nature's face deſcrive, 
And I, wi' pleaſure; 


Shall 1 the buſy, grumbling hive 


Bum owre their treaſure: 
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Fareweel, my rhyme-compoſing' brither ! 
We've been owre lang unkenn'd to ither ; 
Now ey us lay our heads thegither, 

In love fraternal : 
May Enwy wallop i in a tether 
Black fend, infernal! 


While Highlandmen hate tolls an' taxes; 
While moorlan herds like guid, fat braxies ; 
While Terra Firma, on her axis, 

Diurnal turns, 
Count on a friend, in faith an' practice, 
In Robert Burns, 


P 8 T „ 


My memory's no worth a preen; 
I had a maift forgotten clean, 
Ye bade me write you what they mean 
By this new ligbi *, 


'Bout which our herds ſae aft hae been 
Maiſt like to fight. 


In days when mankind were but callans 
At Grammar, Logic, an” ſic talents, 
They took nae pains their ſpeech to balance, 
Or rules to gle, 
But ſpak their thoughts in plain, braid Lallans, | 
Like you or me, 


* See note, page 59. 
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In thae auld times, they thought the Moon, 


Juſt like a fark, or pair o' ſhoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her laſt roon 


Gaed paſt their viewing, 


An' ſhortly after ſhe was done, 
; They gat a new ane. 


This paſt for certain, Ss ; 


It ne'er cam i their heads to doubt it, 


Till chiels gat up an' wad confute it, 
An' ca'd it wrang 3 


An' muckle din there was about it, 


Baith loud an' lang. 


Some herds, weel learn'd upo' the beuk, 
Wad threap auld folk the thing miſteuk ; 


For 'twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk, 


An' out o' light, 
An backlins- comin, to the leuk, 
She grew mair bright. 


This was deny'd, it was affrm'd 


The herds an hiſſels were alarm'd ; 


The rev rend gray-beards rav d an' ftorm'd, 
That beardleſs laddſes 


Should think they better were inform'd 


Than their auld daddies, 


Frae leſs to mair it gaed to ſticks ; 


Frae words an' Aiths to colours an' nicks ; 
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An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 
Wi' hearty crunt ; 
An' ſome, to learn them for their tricks, 
| Were hang'd an' brunt. 


This game was play'd in monie lands, 
An' auld-light caddies bure ſic hands, 
That faith, the youngſters took the fands 

Wo nimble ſhanks, 
Till Lairds forbade, by ſtrit commands, 
Sic bluidy pranks. 


But new-light herds gat fic à cowe, 
Folk thought them ruin'd ſtick-an-ſtowe, 
Till now amaiſt on ev'ry knowe 
Ve'll find ane plac'd; 
An' ſome their new-light fair avow, 
Juſt quite barefac'd. 


Nae doubt the auld-light flocks are bleatin ; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd an' ſweatin; 
Myſel, l've even ſeen them greetin 

Wi' girnin ſpite, 
To hear the Moon ſae ſadly lie'd on 
By word an' write. 


* 


But ſhortly they will cowe the louns! 
Some auld-light herds in neebor towns 
Are mind't, in things they ca“ balloons, 

To 2 a flight, 
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An ſtay ae month amang the Moons, 
An' ſee them right. 


Guid obſervation they will gie them; 
An' when the auld Moon's gaun to lea'e them, 
Tae bindmoſt ſhaird, they” Il fetch it wi' them, 
Juſt i' their pouch, 


An' when the neu- light billies ſee them, 


I think they'll eronch! 


Sae, ye obſerve that a' this clatter 


Is naething but 4 © moonſhine matter; 


But tho' dull proſe-folk Latin ſplatter 


In logic tulzie, 


hope, we Bardies ken ſome better 


Than mind fic brulzie. 


J. R. 
Incl fong ſums Nesse 


O ROUGH, rude, read y-witted R. ee 


The wale o' cocks for fun an' drinkin ! 


There's 2 255 godly folks are thinkin, 


"Wk ſend you, Korah-like, a- ſinkin, 


„ 


Vour dreams * an tricks 


— — 
. a 
al 


Straught tc to «uid Nicks 


Ve hae ſae monie 3 an' a 
And in your wicked, drunken rants, 
Ye mak a devil o' the Saunts, 

An fill them ſou; . 
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants, | 
Are a ſeen thro”. 


15 2 * 


* A certain humorous dream of his was cha makiog 4 


| noiſe i in the country- ſide. 
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Hypocriſy, in mercy ſpare it! 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it! 
Spare't for their ſakes wha aften wear it, 
The lads in black ; 
But your curſt wit, when it comes near it, 
| Rives't aff their back. 


Think, wicked Sinner, wha ye're ſkaithing, 
Is juſt the Blue goꝛen badge an' claithing 
O' Saunts ; tak that, ye lea'e them naithing 
To ken them by, 
Frae ony unregenerate Heathen, 
Like you or I, 


I've ſent you here ſome rhyming ware, 
A' that I bargain'd for, an' mair ; 
Sae, when ye hae an hour to ſpare, 
| I Twill expect, 
Yon Sang * yell ſen't, wi' cannie care, 
And no neglect. 
Tho' faith, ſma' heart ine I to ſing ! 
My Muſe dow ſcarcely ſpread her wing: 
I've play'd myſel a bonie fpring, | 
An danc'd my fill! 
Pd better gaen an ar the king, 
At Bunker” Hill. 


* A Fo he bad 3 the Authes. 
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T was ae night lately, in my fun, 
F gaed a roving wi” the gun, 
An' brought a Paitrick to the grun', 
| A bonie hen, 
And, as the twilight was begun, | 
Thought nane wad ken. 


The poor, wee thing was little hurt ; 
I ftraikit it a wee for ſport, . 
Ne'er thinkin they wad faſh me for't ; 
But, Deil-ma-care !- 


Somebody tells the Poacher-caurt 
The hale affair. 


Some auld, us'd hands had taen a note, 
That fic a hen had got a ſhot; 
I was "TuſpeAted for the plot ; 

| ſcorn'd to lie; 
30 gat the whiſsle o' my groat, 
An' pay't the fee, 

But, by my gun, o' guns the wale, 
An' by my pouther an' my hail, 

An' by my hen, an' by her tail, 
I vow an' ſwear ! 
T: he Game ſhall pay, o'er moor an' dale, 
For this, nieſt year. 


As ſoon's the clockin-time is by, 
An' the wee pouts begun to cry, 


L 222 J 
L—9, Pe hae ſportin by an' by, 


For my gowd guinea z 


Tho- I ſhould herd the buckfhin kye 
For't, in Virginia. 


Trowth, they had muckle for to blame! 
"Twas neither broken wing nor limb, ” 
But twa-three draps about the wame 
carce thro' the feathers ; 


An' baith a yellow George to claim, 
An' thole their blethers ! 


It pits me ay as mad's a hare ; 
So 1 can rhyme nor write nae mair; 
But pennyaworths again is fair, : * 
When time's expedient : : 


Meanwhile I am, refoeted Sir, 
Your molt obedient. 


J. 


Tu E RE was three kings into the eaſt, 
Three kings both great and high, 
And they hae ſworn a ſolemn oath 
John Barleycorn ſhould die, 
H. | 
They took a plough and plough'd him dawn, 
Put clods upon his head, 
And they hae ſworn a ſolemn oath 
john Baileycorn was dead. 
7 5.5 
But the chearſul Spring came kindly on, 
And ſhow'rs began to fall; | 


* This is partly compoſed en the plan of an old ſorg 
known by the ſame name. 
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John Barleycorn got up again, 
And ſore ſurpris'd them all. 
IV. 
The ſultry ſuns of Summer came, 
And he grew thick and ſtrong, 
His head weel arm'd wi' pointed ſpears, 
That no one ſhould him wrong. 
The ſober Autumn enter'd mild, 
When be grew wan and pale; 
His bending joints and drooping head 
Show'd he began to fail. 
VI. 
His colour ſicken'd more and more, 
He faded into age; 
And then his enemies began 
To ſhew their deadly rage. 
85 VII. | 
They've taen a weapon, long and ſharp, 
And cut him by the kfte ; | 
They ty'd him faſt upon a cart, 
Like a rogue for forgerie. 
| * 
They laid him down upon his back, 
And cudgelbd him full fore ; Fe 
They hung him up before the ſtorm, 
And turn'd him o'er and o'er. 
{#7 IX. 
They filled up a darkſome pit 
With water to the brim, 


L 225 J 


They heaved 1n John Barleycorn, 
There let him fink or ſwims 
Kan 
They laid him out upon the floor, 
To work him farther woe, 
And ſtill, as figns of life appear'd, 
They tols'd him to and fro. 
| XL. 
Frey waſted, o'er a ſcorching flame, 
The marrow of his bones; 
But a Miller us'd him worſt of all, 
He cruſh'd him 'tween two ſtones, 
1 + 4 
And they hae taen his very heart's blood, 
And drank it round and round ; 


And till the more and more they drank, 


Their joy did more abound. 
| | XIII. 

John Barleycorn was a here bold, 

Of noble enterpriſe, 

For if you do but taſte his blood, 

T will make your courage riſe. 

XIV.- 

'Twill make a man forget his woe; 
»Tvill heighten all his joy: 
'T will make the widow's heart to ſing, 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 


11 


- 
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. XV. 5 
Then let us toaſt John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glaſs in hand; 
And may his great poſterity 
Ne'er fail in old Scotland! 


1 


A 


F R A G M E N T. 
Tane, aiich 


. 
W aun Guildford good our Pilot ſlood, 


An' did our hellim thraw, man, 

Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 
Within America, man: 5 

Then up they gat the maſkin- pat, 
And in the ſea did jaw, man; 

An' did nae leſs, in full Congreſs, 
Than quite refuſe our law, man, 

* | 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 
] wat he was na ſlaw, man; 

Down Loaurie's burn he took a turn, 
And C-rl-i-n did ca', man: 

But yet, whatreck, he, at Ruebeck, 
Montgomery-like did fa', man, 

Wy ſword in hand, before his band, 
Amang his en'mies a', man. 
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III. 
Poor Tammy G. ge within a cage 
Was kept at Boſton-ha, man; 
Till Willie H—e took o're the knowe 
For Philadelphia, man : 
Wi' fword and gun he thought a fin 
Guid Chriſtian bluid to draw, man ; 


But at New-York, wi knife an' fork, 


Sir Loin he hacked ſma', man. 


IV. 
B-rg--ne gaed up, like ſpur an' whip, 
Till Fraſer brave did fa', man; 
Then loſt his way, ae miſty day, 
In Saratoga ſhaw, man. 
C-rnw-lI-s fought as lang's he dought, 
An' did the Buckſkins claw, man; 
But CI nt-u's glaive frac ruſt to fave 
He hung it to the wa', man. 


Jo 
Then M-nt-g-e, an' Guildford too, 
Began to fear a fa', man 


An' S-ckv-lle doure, wha Rood the ſtoure, 


The German Chief to thraw, man: 


| For Paddy B-rke, like ony Turk, 


Nae mercy had at a', man; 
An' Charlie F threw by the box, 
An' lows'd his tinkler jaw, man. 


1 


| VI. 

Then R-ck-ngh-m took up the game; 
Till Death did on him ca', man; 
When $h-/b-rne meek held up his cheek, 

Conform to Goſpel law, man : 
Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noiſe, 
hey did his meaſures thraw, man, 
For N-rth an' F-x united ſtocks, 
An' bore him to the wa', man. 


VII. 


Then Clubs an' Hearts were Charlie's cartes, 
He ſwept the ſtakes awa', man, 

Till the Diamond's Ace, of Indian race, 
Led him a fair ber pas, man: 

The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads, 
On Chat ham's Bey did ca', man; 

An' Scotland drew her pipe an' blew, 


© Up, Willie, war them a', man!“ 


| VIII. 

Behind the throne then Gr-nv-//e's gone, 
A ſecret word or twa, man ; 

While flee D-nd-s arous'd the claſs 
Be-north the Roman wa', man: 

An' Chatham's wraith, in heav'nly graith, 
(Inſpired bardies ſaw, man) 

WY? kindling eyes cry'd, * Willie, riſe! 
Would I hae fear'd them a', man ! 


— . er ES — N 
* . 0 


BE | 
85 IX. 
But, word an' blow, N-r:#, Ex, and Co. 
GowfF'd Willie like a ba', man, 
Fill Suthron raiſe, an' cooſt their claiſe 
Behind him in a raw, man: 


An' Caledon threw by the drone, 


An' did her Whittle draw, man; 


An' ſwoor fu rude, thro' dirt an' blood, 


To mak it guid in law, man. 


* 


„ W 1 * @ 


Tune, Corn rigs are bonie. 


J. 


Ir was upon a Lammas night, 
When corn rigs are bonie, 

Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie: 

The time flew by, wi' tentleſs head, 
Till 'tween the late and early; 

WY ſma' perſuaſion ſhe agreed, 
Too ſee me thro? the barley. 


| 2 
The ſky was blue, the wind was ſtill, 
The moon was ſhining clearly; 
I ſet her down, wi' right good will, 
| Amang the rigs 0' barley : 
I ken't her heart was a' my ain; 
I lovd her moſt fincerely ; 
I kiss d her owre and owre again, 


 Amang the rigs o' barley. 
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1 III. 
I lock'd her in my fond embrace; 
Her heart was beating rarely: 
My bleflings on that happy place, 
Amang the rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and ſtars ſo bright, 
That ſhone that hour ſo clearly! 
She ay ſhall bleſs that happy night, 
Amang the rigs o' barley, 
5 IV. 
I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear; 
I hae been merry drinking; ; 
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin gear; 
I hae been happy thinking : 
But a' the pleaſures e'er I ſaw, 


Tho' three times doubl'd fairly, T 
That happy night was worth them a“, 

= Amang the rigs o barleyy. N. 
1 )%%%ͤ;́ͤ́· - 
1 Corn rigs, an' barley ngs, ö | 
= An' corn rigs are bonie : | 
h III ne'er forget that happy night, 8 Z T} 
= Amang the rigs wi Annie. ; 


COMPOSED IN AUGUST. 


Tune, I had a horſe, 1 had nat mair. 


1 
No W . winds, and ſlaught'ring guns 
Bring Autumn's pleaſant weather ; | 


The moorcock ſprings on whirring wings, 
Amang the blooming heather : | 


| Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain, 


Delights the weary Farmer; 
And the moon ſhines bright, when I rove at night, 7 


To muſe-upon my Charmer. 


. 
The Partridge loves the fruitful fells ; 


The Plover loves the mountains ; 


The Woodcock haunts the lonely dells , 
The ſoaring Hern the fountains ; 


Thro' lofty groves the Cuſhat roves, 
The path of man to ſhun it; 
The hazel buſh o'erhangs the Thruſh, 


"mM ah pn thorn the Linnet, 
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III. 
Thus ev'ry kind their pleaſure find, 
The favage and the tender; 
Some ſocial joyn, and leagues combine; 
Some ſolitary wander : 
Avaunt, away! the cruel ſway, 
Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The Sportſman's joy, the murd'ring cry, 


The flute ring, gory pinion | - B 
- | , 

But, Peggy dear, the ev'ning's clear, Thi 
Thick flies the kimming Swallow ; N 


The ſky is blue, the fields in view, 
All fading- green and yellow: 


Come let us ſtray our glad ſome way, The 
And view the charms of Nature; | 1 
The ruſtling corn, the ſrunted thorn, * But 
And ev'ry happy creature. A 
1 1 5 | 
We'll gently walk, and ſweetly talk, 5 My 
Till the ſilent moon ſhine clearly; . 5 | N 
FIl graſp thy waift, and, fondly preſt, Ma) 
6 8 1 


Swear how I love thee dearly: 
Not vernal ſhow'rs to budding flow'rs, 


Not Autumn to the Farmer, a Her 
So dear can be as thou to me, 3 A 


My fair, my lovely Charmer! | The 
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Tune, My Manie, O. 


E 
B E HIND yon hills where Stinchar flows, 


Mang moors and moſſes many, O, 
The wintry ſun the day has clos'd, 
And Tl away to Nanie, O. 


| II. 
The weſtlin wind blaws loud an' ſhill; 
The night, baith mirk an' rainy, O 3 
But 111 get my plaid an' out PIII ſteal, 
An' owre the hill to Nanie, O. 


III. 
My Nanie's charming, ſweet an' young; 
Nae artſu' wiles to win ye, O: 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nanie, O. 


4 . I'V- | 
Her face is fair, her heart is true, 


As ſpotleſs as ſhe's bonie, O; 
The op'ning gowan, wat wi' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nanie, O. 


G 
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N. 
A country lad is my degree, 
An' ſew there be that ken me, O; 
But what care I how few they be, 
I'm welcome ay to Nanie, O. 
| | 2's COS 
My riches a's my penny-fee, 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O; 
But warl's gear ne'er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a', my Nanie, O. 
"7 EG 
Our auld Guidman delights to view 
His ſheep an' kye thrive bonie, O; 
But Pm as blythe that hands his pleugh, 
An' has nae care but Nanie, O. 
” Ss 
Come weel come woe, I care na by, 
Fil tak what Heav'n will ſen' me, O; 
Nae ither care in life have I, 
But live, an' love my Nanie, O. 


7 7 


tf a}) 


GREEN GROW THE RASHES. 


"Aj . EY ht 


A FRAGMENT. . 


{A 
THOR U 8. 


Greengrow the raſtes, 2 

Green grow the raſhes, QO ; 

The feveeteſt bours that &er 1 e 
Are Jen amang the le, 0 


5 HERE“; nought but care on ev'ry han, 
In ev'ry hour that paites, O 
What ſignifies the life o' man, 
An' 'twere na for the laſſes, O. 
Green grew, &c. 
| IT. 
The warly race may riches chaſe, 
An' riches till may fly them, O; 
An' tho! at laſt they catch them faſt, 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O. 
Green grow, &c. 


. ys 
2 
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III. 
But gie me a canny hour at een, 
My arms about my Dearie, O; 
An' warly cares, an warly mein, 
May a' gae tapſalteerie, O! 
Sreen grow, &c. 
JJV 
For you ſae douſe, ye ſneer at this, 
Ve're nought but ſenſeleſs aſſes, O: | / 
The wiſeſt Man the warl' ſaw, 
He dearly lov'd the laſſes, O. 2 
Green grow, &c. | H 
v. 5 
Auld Nature ſwears, the lovely Dears 5 
Her nobleſt work ſlie claſſes, O: 
Her prentice han ſhe try d on man, ES 4 
An' then ſhe made the laſſes, O. 
Green grow, & c. 
VV 4 


. ,; . * 
b ' 1 » b 3 ; Y * 
H * * o 44 7 Fail. > Sf 4 at 7 E of 


Tune, Jocley's Gray Breeks, 


* 
1 
2% 


A GAIN rejoicing Nature ſees 
| Her robe aſſume its vernal hues, 
Her leafy locks wave in the breeze 


All n ſteepꝰd in morning de ws. 
C23 -0l R 18 


And maun I "il on Menie f die 
And bear the jcorn that's in her &e! 
For it's jet, jet black, an' it's like a hawk) 
An it wwinna let a body be ! - 
II. 
In vain to me the cowſlips blaw, 
In vain to me the vilets ſpring; 
In vain to me in glen or thaw, 
The mavis and the liotwhite ſing. 
And maun I fill, &. 


* This choras is part of a ſong compoſed by 2 gentleman 
in Edinburgh, a particular friend of the Author's. 
+ Menie PAW common abbreviation of Mariamae. 


1 240 J 


„ 
The merry Ploughboy cheers his team, 
WY joy the tentie Seedſman ſtalks, 
But life to me's a weary dream, 
A dream of ane that never wauks. 
An maun I till, &c. 


IV. 
The wanton coot the water ſkims, 
Amang the reeds the ducklings cry, 
The ſtately ſwan majeſtic ſwims, 
And ev'ry thing is bleſt but I. _ 
And maun I till, &c. 


„ 
The Sheep- herd ſteeks his faulding lap, 
And owre the moorlands whiſtles ſhill, 
Wi' wild, unequal, wand' ring ſtep 
1 meet him on the dewy hill. 
And maun I till, &c. 


VI. 
And when the lark, tween light and dark, 


Blythe waukens by the daiſy's fide, 
And mounts and fings on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaift I hameward glide. 
And maun I flill, &c. 


VII. 
Come Winter, with thine angry "TY 
And raging bend the naked tree 
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Thy gloom will ſooth my chearleſs ſoul, 
When nature all is ſad like me! 


* 


And maun I fiill on Menie doat, 
An bear the ſcorn that's in her ee! 
Foc it's jet, jet black, an it's like a hawk, 


As it winna 1 a boy be,” 


| 
| 
| 


— 


FFC JOS. 8 
3 wh 7 ts A 19 n bl 
Ro/li 
Tune, Roflin Caftle. 
* 4 W 4 4+ 23 * 2 * 


J. 


'F H E gloomy night 1s eath'ring faſt, 


Loud roars the wild, inconſtant blaſt, 


Von murky cloud is foul with rain, 
1 ſee it driving o'er the plain; 


Tbe hunter now has left the moor, 
The ſcatt'red coveys meet ſecure, 
While here I wander, preſt with care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ahr. 

: I. 
The Autumn mourns ker rip'ning corn 


By early Winter's ravage torn; 


Acroſs her placid, azure ſky, 

She ſees the ſcowling tempeſt fly : 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the ſtormy wave, 


Where many a danger I muſt dare, 


Far from the bonie banks of Ayr. 
III. 


Tis not the ſurging billow's roar, 
Tis not that fatal deadly ſhore ; 


. 
1 
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Tho? Death | in ev'ry ſhape appear, 
The Wretched have no more to fear: 
But round my heart the ties are bound, 
That heart tranſpierc'd with many a wound!z 
Theſe bleed afreſh, thoſe ties I tear, 
To leave the bonie banks of Ayr! 

TE: 
- Packmtt, old Coila's hills and dales, 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 
The ſcenes where wretched Fancy roves, 
Purſuing paſt, unhappy loves! 
Farewell, my friends! farewell, my faces! 
My peace with theſe, my loye-with thoſe== 
The burſting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell, the bonie banks of Ayr! 
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Tune, 'GuiLDgROV. 


=. OM thee, Tr 1 muſt go, 
And from my native more: 5 
The cruel fates between us throw | 
A boundleſs ocean's roar : 
But boundleſs oceans, roaring wide, 
Between my Love and me, 
They never, never can divide 
My heart and ſoul from thee. 
| II. 


Br Faieweil, farewell, EL Iz A dear, 


The maid that J adore! 


A bodiag voice is in mine ear, 


We part to meet no more! . 
But the lateſt throb that leaves my heart, 
While Death ſtands viRor by, 
That throb, EL124, is thy part, 
And thine that lateſt figh ! 
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10 THE BRETHREN OF Sr. lues 
— LODGE: TARBOI TON. 


Tune, Tg and j be Ai ou a. . \ 


© 3s 


L Pg *. 
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A DIE U] a heart-warm, fond adieu wy 
Dear brothers of the tic He l. 

Ye favored, enlighten'd Few, 
Companions of my ſocial joy ! 

Tho? I to foreign lands muſt hie, 
Purſuing Fortune's ſſidd'ry ba', 

With melting heart, and brimſul eye, 
1'!l miad you ſtill; tho' far awa'. 

II. 

Oft have I met your ſocial Band, 
And ſpent the chearful, feſtive night; 

Oſt, honour'd with ſupreme command, 
Prefided o'er the Sons of light : 

And by that Hiereglyphic bright, 

Which none but Craftſmen ever ſaw !* 
Strong Mem'ry on my heart ſhall write 
Thoſe happy ſcenes when far awa !' 

3: 


— 
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II. 
May Freedom, Harmony, and Love, 
Unite you in the grand Defign, 
Beneath th' Omniſcient Eye above, 
The glorious Architect Divine! 7 
That you may Keep th' unerring line, 
Still riſing by the plummet's law, 
Till Order bright completely ſhine, 
- be my Pray“ r when far awa. 
IV. 


And Tou, | farewell l. whoſe merits claim, 


Juſtly that higheft Badge to wear ! 
Heav'n bleſs your hcaour'd, noble Name, 
To Maſonry and Scotia dear! 
A laſt requeſt permit me here, 
When yearly ye aſſemble a', 
One round, J afk it with a tear, 
To him, the bard that's far aa, 


L 
v 4 


Pune, Prepare my dear brethren, to the tavern let's 
fly, &c. 


N : | 


N O Churchman-am I for to rail and to write, 
No Stateſman nor Soldier to plot or to fight, | 
No ſly Man of buſineſs contriving a ſnare, | 
For a big-belly 'd bottle's the whole of my care. 

* - 
The peer 1 don't envy, 1 give him his bow; ; 
I ſcorn not the Peaſant, tho” ever ſo low; 
But a club of good fellows, like thoſe that are 
| here, | x 
And a bottle like this, arè my 1 and care. 


III. 
Here 3 the Squire on his brother his horſe ; 


There Centum per Centum, the Cit with his purſe ; 
But ſee you the Crown how it waves in the air, 
There a big-belly'd bottle ſtill eaſes my care: 


. 
The wit of my boſom, alas! ſhe did die; 3 


For ſweet conſolatic: to church 1 did fly; 
I found that old Solomon proved it ſair, 
| That a big-belly'd bottle's a cure for all care. 


1 . N 
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. 
F once was perſuaded a venture to make; 
A letter inform'd me that all was to wreck ; © 
But the purſy old landlord juſt wadd!'d up ſtairs, 


With a glorious bottle that ended my cares.” 


bas 
» Life's cares they are comforts - a maxim laid 


© down 

By the Bard, what d'ye call "TEE that wore the 
black gown ; 

And faith J agree with th' old prig to a hair; 

For a big· belly d bottle's a heaven of a care. 


ww 4a A 
Fa 
; P 


. Stanza: added in a Maſon "Lodge — 
Then fill up a bumper and make it o'erflow, 

And honours maſonic prepare for to throw ;. 

May ev'ry true brother of the Compaſs add Square 
Have a big-belly'd bore when preſſed with care. 


* Young's Night Thoughts. 


* 
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ON A CELEBRAT ED RULING ELDER, 


Here 2 4s in death does fleep: 
To Hul, if he's gane thither, 

Satan, gie hie him thy gear to keep, 

He'll haud it weel tbegither. 


ON A; NOISY POLE MIC. 


Below thir ſtanes lie Jamie's, banes ; 
O Death, it's my opinion, 

Fhou ne'er took ſuch a bleth'rin b- ich 
Into " daik dominion! 


—ů—— —— — 
ON WEE JOHNIE. 
Hic facet wee - Jabnie. 


Whoe's er thou art, 0 reader, know, | 
That Death has murder'd Jobnie 'S 

An' here his body lies fu' Jowen=_ 
Far /aul he ne'er had ony. 
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FOR THE AUTHOR'S PATHER. 


O ye whoſe cheek the tear of pity lags, 

Draw near with pious rev'rence, and attend! 
Here lie the loving Huſband's dear remains, 

The tender Father, and the gen'rous Friend. 

The pitying heart that felt for human Woe ; 

The dauntleſs heart that fear'd no human Pride * 
The Friend of Man, to vice alone a ſoe; 

For ev'n his failings lean'd to Virtue's ſide . 


: \ 
N 
FOR R. A. Es d. , 
; Know thou, O ſtranger to the fame 
= Of this much lov'd, much honour'd name F- 
: (For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart Death ne'er made cold.. C 
| | 1 
— m_—_—_—_—_—_— | - 
| 1 1 
FOR' G H. Be. 
The poor man weeps—here 4— ſleeps, | - 
Whom canting wretcbes blam'd : = 
But with ſuch as he, where er he be, 0 
N May I be led or d—d! _ . 
4 Goldſmith. Bu 
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A BARD'S EPITAPH, 


IS there a Pane fool, 
Owre faſt for thought, owre. hot for rule, 
Owre blate to ſeek, owre proud to ſnool, 
| Let him draw near ; 
And owre this graſſy heap ſing dool, 
And drap a tear. 


Is there a Bard of ruſtic ſong, 
Who, noteleſs, ſteals the crouds among, 
That weekly this area throng, 
: O, paſs not by! 


But, with a frater-feeling ſtrong, 
Here, heave a figh. 


Is there a man, whoſe judgment clear, 
Can others teach the courſe to ſteer, * 
Yet runs, himſelf, life's mad career, 

Wild as the wave, 
Here pauſe—and, thro' the ſtarting tear, 
Survey this grave. 


The poor Inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn and wiſe to know, 
And keenly felt the friendly glow, 
And fofter flame; 
But thoughtleſs follies laid him low, 
And ſtain'd his name t 
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Reader, attend whether thy ſoul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole, 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 
In low purſuit, 
Know, prudent, cautious, felf-controul | 
| Is Wiſdom's s root. 


G LOS 


S AR F. 


THE ch and gh have always the guttural ſound. 


The ſound of the Engliſh diphthong oo, is com- 


monly ſpelled on. 


The French u, a ſound which 


often occurs in the Scotch language, is marked vo, 


or ui. 
when forming a diphtho 


The à in genuine Scotch words, except 
ng. or followed by an e mute 


after a ſingle conſonant, ſounds generally like the 


broad Engliſh a in wall. 


ae, always, and ea very 
e maſculine. 
the Latin ei. 


A 


| A all 
Aback, away, aloof 
Abeigh, at a "thy diſtance 


Aboon, above, up 

Abread, abroad, in ſight 

Abreed, in breadth 

Ae, one ; 

Aff, off, Af-loef, unpreme- 
ditated 

Afore, before 

Aft, oft 

Aften, often 


2 


The Scotch diphthongs, 
often, ſound like the French 


The Scotch diphthong ey, ſounds like 


Agley, off the. richt las, 
wrong 
Aiblins, Perhaps 
Ain, own 
Airn, iron 
Aith, an oath 
Aits, oats 
Aiver, an old horſe 
Aizle, a hot cinder 
Alake, alas 
Alane, alone 
Amaiſt, almoſt 
Amang, among 


* 
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An', and, if 
nce, once 

Ane, one, an 

Anither, another 

Artfu', artful 

Aſe, aſhes | 

Aſteer, abroad, ſtirrin 

Aught, eight, — 28 

„ * in all my poſ- 

ſeſſion 

- Auld, old 

Auld. arran, or auld-farrant, 
ſagacious, cunning, prudent 

Ava, at all 

Awa, away 

Awfu', awful 

Awkart, awkward 

Awn, the beard of es 
oats, &c. 

Awnie, bearded 

Ayont, beyond 


B 


B*% ball 

Bad, did bid 

Bade, endured, did ſtay 

Baggie, the belly 

Baith, both 

Bairn, a child 

Bairntime, a brood, a family 
of ch:liren 

Bainie, having large bones, ſtout 

Baklins-comin, coming back, 
returning 

Pane, bone 

Bang, an effort 

Bardie, diminutive of bard 

Barefit, bare ooted 

Barkin, bar king 

Barkit, bar ked 

Barrie, of or like barm 

Baſhfu', baſbful - 

Batch, a crew, a gang. 

Batts, botts 

Baudrons, a cat 


Bauld, bold, Bau/dly, boldly 
Bauk, a croſs beam 
Baukin, the end of a beam 


Baws'nt, having a white "pe 


down the face 
Be, to let be, to grve over, to 
Ceaſe 
Beaſtie, dimin, of beaſt 
Beet, 10 add fuel to "4 
Befa', to befall 
Behint, or behin', behind 
Belyve, by and by 
Belly- fu', belly- full 


Ben, into the ſperce or parlour 


Benlomond, a noted mountain 
in Dunbertoathire | 

Bethankit, the grace after meat 

Be't, be it 

Beuk, 2 book 


| Bicker, 2 kind of wooden diſh, 


a ſhort race 


Biel or bield, ſhelter 


Bien, wealthy, plentiful 

Big, to build, Biggit, builded 

Biggin, building a 88 

Bill, a bull 

Billie, a brother, a young fel- 

low 

Bing, a heap of grain, pota- 
toes, &c. 


| Birkie, a clever fellow 


Birring, the noiſe of partridges, 
&c. when they ſpring. 

Bit, criſis, nick of time 

Bizz, to buſtle, a buzz 

Blaſtie, a ſhriveled dwarf, 2 
term of contempt 

Blaſtit, blaſted - 

Blate, baſhful, ſheepiſh 


Blather, the bladder 
Blaud, a flat piece of any 


thing ; to ſlap 
Blaw, to blow, to boaſt 
Bleatin, bleating 
Bleezin, blazing 


Bleſſin, ble ſſing 


988 
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Blether, to talk filly, nonſenſe 

Bleth'rin, talking idly _ 

Blink, a little while, a ſmiling 
look, to look kindly, to ſhine 
by fits 

Blinker, a term of- contempt 

Blinkin, ſmirking 

Blue-gown, one of thoſe beg- 
gars who get annually on 
the King's birth-day, a blue 
cloke or gown, with a badge 

Bluid, blood, Bluidy, bloody | 

Bluſht, did bluſh 

Blype, a ſhred, a large piece 

Bock, to vomit, to guſh inter- 
mittently 

Bocked, guſh, vomited 

Bodle, a finall old coin, in 
value on--fixth of a penny 

Bonic, handſome, beautiful 

Bonilie, handſomely, beauti- 
fully 

Bonnock, 2 kind of thick cake 
of bread 

Boord, a board 

Boolt, behoved, muſt needs 

Boortrie, the ſhrub elder, 
planted much of old in hedg- 
es of barn-yards, &c. 

Botch, an angry tumour 

Bother, to pother 

Bow: kai}, ' cabbage . 

Bow't, bended, crooked 

Brachens, fern 

Brae, a declivity, 2 precipice, 
the ſlope of a hill 

Braid, broad 

| Braik, 2 kind of harrow 

Braindge, to run raſhly forward 

Braindg't, reeled forward 

Brak, broke, made inſolvent 

Branks, a kind of wooden curb 
for horſes 

Braſh, a ſudden illneſs 

Brats, coarſe clothes, rags 


52 


Brattle, a ſhort race, buns 
fur 

Braw, fine, handſorwe 

Brawly, very welk finely, 
heartily 

Brawnie, ſtout, brawny 

Brax'e, 2 miorkiin ſhecp, &. 

Breakin, breaking 

Breathin, breathing 

Breaſtie, di mi n. of breaſt 

Breaſtit, did ſpring up or ſor- 
ward 

Breef, an invulnerable or irte- 
ſiſtible ſpcll 

Breeks, breeches 

Biewin, brewing 

Brie, juice, liquid: 

Brig, a bridge. 

PB. ijket, the breaft, the boſom 

Bricher, 2 brother 

Brogue, 6 hun, a trick 

Broo, broth, liquid, water 

Procle, a race at country 
weddings who ſhall fiſt reach 
the bridegroom's houſe on 
returning from church 

Brugh, a borough 

Bruilzie, a broil, a combuſtion 

Brunt, did burn 

Erunſtane, brimſtone 

Bruſt, to burſt 

Buckſkin, an 
Virginia 

Buirdly, ſtout-made, broad- 
built 

Buire, did bear 

Bumeclock, a humming beetle 
that flies in the ſummer 
evening 

Bummie, to blunder 

Bumming, humming as bees 

Bumler, a blunderer 

Burn, water, a rivulet 

Burnewin, i. e. burn the wind, 
a blackſmith 


inhabitant of 


17-95 } 


Burnie, dimin. of burn 

Buſkit, dreſſed 

Buſle, buſtle, to buſtle. 

But an' ben, the country kitch- 
en and parlour 

But, without 

Byre, 2 cow-ſtable 

By himſel, lunatic, diſtracted 


C 


A', to call, to name, to 
drive | 5 

Ca't or ca'd, called, driven, 
calved „„ 

Cadie or caddie, a young fel- 
low who runs meſſages 

Cadper, a carrier 

Caff, chaff 

Caird, a tinker . 

Cairn, a looſe heap of ſtones 

Calf-ward, à ſmall incloſute 
for calves 

Callan, « boy 

Caller, freſh, ſound 

Cam, did come 

Canna, cannot | 

Cannie, gentle, mild, dextrous 

Cannilie, dextroufly, gently 

Cantharidian, made of cantha- 
Rae 

Cantraip, a charm, à ſpell 

Cantie, chearful, merry 

Czpe-itane, cope-ſtone, key- 

| ſtone 

Careſſin, carefling 

Carryin, carrying 

Careerin, chearfully 

Caites, cards — 

Carlin, a flout old woman 

Caudron, a caldron 

Caup, a wooden drinking veſ- 
fe] N 

Cauld, cold 

Chanter, a part of a bag pipe 


Chantin, . chanting 


Chap, a perſon, a fellow, 2 | 


blow 
Chearfu', chearful 
Cheep, a chirp; to chirp 
Checkit, checked 


Chiel or cheel, a young fellow 


Chimla or chimlie, a fire-grate 
Chimla- lug, the fire ſide 


Chittering, ſnivering, trembling 
Chow, to chew; cheek for 


chow, ſide by ſide 
Chokin, choking 
Chuffie, fat-faced 


Claiſe or claes, cloaths 


Claſh, an idle tale, the tory of 
the day En 


Claw, to ſcratch 


Clachan, a ſmall village, a 
hamlet X 


Clap, clapper of a mill 


Claut, to clean, to ſcrape 


Clauted, ſcraped 

Clatter, to tell idle ſtories j an 
idle ſtory | 

Cleed, to clothe 

Cleith, cloth, elaithing, cloath- 


in 5 
Clinkin, jerking, elinking 
Clinkumbell, who rings che 

church bell 
Clips, ſheers 
Cliſhmaclaver, idle converſation 
Clock, to hatch ; a beetle 
Clockin, hatching _ 

Clour, a bump or ſwelling af- 


ter a blow 


Cloot, the hoof of a cow, ſheep, | 


&c 


Clootie, an old name for the 


Devil | 
Coaxin, wheedling 


Coble, a fiſhing boat 


Cog, a wooden diſh 


Coggie, dimin. of cog 
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che 


ion 
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Collie, a general and ſome- 
times 2 particular name for 
country cur dogs 

Comin, coming 

Commaun, command 

Cood, the cud | 

Coof, a blockhead, a ninny 


Cookit, appeared and dilap- 


peared by fits 
Cooſt, did caſt 
Cootie, wooden kitchen diſh ; 


al;o thoſe fools, che leg. f 


are clad with feathers, are 
[aid to be cootie 
Core, corps, party, clan 
COILA, from Kyle, a diſtrict 
of Ayrſhire, ſo called, ſaith 
tradition, from Coil or Coi- 
- Jus, a Pictiſn monarch 
Cotter, the inhabitant of a cot- 
houje or cottage 


Cowe, to terrify, to keep un- 


der, to lop; a fright, a 
branch of furze, broom, &. 

Cowp, to barter, to tumble 
over; a fall, a gang 

Cowpit, tumbled 

Cowte, a colt 

Cowrin, cowering 

Couthie, kind, loving 

Cove, 2 cavern 

Cozie, ſnug, c:ziely, ſnugly 

Crabbit, crabbed, fretful 

Crack, converſation; to con- 
verie 

Crackin, converſing 

Craft or croft, a field near a 
houſe, in eld huſbandry 

Crank, the no'ſe of an un- 
greaſed whecl 

Crankous, fretſul, cap!ious 


Cramboe-clink, or crambo-Jin- - 


gle, rhymes, doggerel-verl.s 
Cranreuch, the hoar fro 
Crap, a crop, the top 
Crawga crew a cock, a roh 


3 


Curmurring, 


Creel, a baſket; te have one's 
wits in a creel; to be craz'd, 
to be faſcinated 8 

Cruſhie, greaſy 

Creepin, creeping 

Cronie, crony | 

Crood or croud, to coo as's 
dove 

Croon, a hollow continued 
moan ; to make a noiſe like 
the continued roar of a bull, 
to hum a tune. 

Crooning, humming 

Crowlen, crawling 

Crouchie, crook-backed 

Crowdie time, breakfaſt time 

Crouſe, chearful, courageous 

Crouſly, chearfully, courage» 
ouſly | 

Cruſhin, cruſhing, cruſht, cruſh- 
ed + 

Crump, hard and brittle, ſpoken 
of bread 7 

Crunt, a blow on the head with 
a cudgel 

Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny 

Cummock, a ſhort ſtaff with a 
crooked head 

Curler, a player on ice 

Curſhie, a cou teſy 

Curling, a well known game 
on ice 

Curlie, curled, whoſe hair falls 
naturally in ringlets 


light, rumbling noiſe 
Curp'n, the crupper , 


Cuſhat, the dove or wood 


pidgeon 
— ol 


ADDIE, a father 
Daft, merry, giddy, fool- 
Shar „ 
Daffin, merriment, fooliſhneſs 


murmurring; 


—— 
2 fied 
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Dainty, pleaſant, good humours 


ed, agrecable 

Daimen, rare, now and then; 
daimen-icker, an ear of corn 
now and then 

Dancin, dancing 

Dappl't, dappled 

Darg, a day's labour 

Darklins, darkling 

Daud, to thraſh, to abuſe 

Daur, to dare, daurt, dared 

| Dawd, 2 large piece | 

Dautit or dautet, fondled, 

careſſed 

Dearies, dimin. of dears 

Dearthfu', dear 

Deave, to deafen 

Deil-ma- care] no matter! for 
all that! 

Delceret, delirious 

Delvin, digging with a ſpade 

Deſcrive, to deſcribe _ 

Deſervin, deſerving 

Devel, a ttunning blow 

Dimpl's, dimpled 

Dight, to wipe, to clean corn 
from chaff, cles ned from 
chaff 

Ding, to worſt, to puſh 

Dinna, do not 

Dirl, a flight tremuleus ſtroke 

or pain 

1 Diſrelpeckit, diſreſpected 

Dizzen, a dozen 

/ Dizzie, giddy 

Doited, ſtupified 

Dolefu', doleful 

Dool, forrow ; to Ang daal, to 
lament, to mourn 

Donſie, unlucky 

Dorty, ſaucy, nice 

Douce, or douſe, ſober, wiſe, 

prudent — 

Doucely, ſoberly, prudestly. 

Dought, was, er were able 


Doure, ſtout, durable „ſtubborn, 
ſullen 

Dow, am, er are able to, can 

Downz, am er are not able, 
cannot 

Dowie, worn with grief, fa- 
tigu-, &c. 


Dowff, 'pithleſs, wanting force 


Drep, a drop; to drop 

Drapping, dropping 

Dreadſu', dreadful 

Dreep, to ooze, to drop 

Dreeping, o02:ng, dropping 

Drift, a drove 

Dribble, drizzling, flaver 

Drinkin, drinking 

Droddum, the brecch 

Droop-rumpl't, that droops at 
the crupper 

Drowth, thirit, drought 

Drumlie, muddy 

Drunt, pet, ſour humour 

Drummock, meal and water 
mixed raw — ˙ 

Druken, drunken 

Dryin, drying 

Dub, a ſmall pond of water 

Duds, rags, clothes 


Duddie, ragged 
Dung, wortted, puſhed, driven 


Duſh, to puſh as a ram, &c. 
Duſht, puſh'd by a ram, ox, &c. 


E 


] LE the eye, een, the eyes 
ſpirits 


E'enin, evening 


Eild, old age 


Elbuck, the elbow _ 
Eldritch, ghaſtly, friglitful 
En', end 

EnBaUGH, EDINBURGM 
Eneugh, enough 


Eerie, ho dreading 


bay bp — — 


2 


Co 


es 
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Enſuin, enſuing 
Eſpecial, eſpecially 
Eydent, diligent 


F 


A?, fall, lot; to fall 

Fae, a foe 
Fac't, faced 
Faem, foam 
Faddom't, fathomed 
Fairin, a fairing, a preſent 
Faithfu', faithful 
Fallow, fellow 
Fand, did find 
Farl, a cake oi bread 
Fareweel,. farewell 
Faſh, trouble, care; to trou- 

ble, to care for 
Faſh't, troubled 
Fattercls, ribbon ends, &c. 
F aſt-n-<cn, Faſtens-Even 
Fauld, a fold, to fold 
Faulding, folding 
Faut, fault 
Fawſont, decent, ſcemly 
Feckfu', large, brawny, ſtout 
Feckleſs, puny, weak, billy 
Feai't, frighted 
Fearfu', frightful 
Feat, neat, ſpruce 
Feg, a fig 


Feide, feud, enmity 


Fecht, to fight, fechtin, fight- 


- =. 25 
Fell, keen, biting; the fleſh 


immediately under the ſłk n; 
a ficld pretty level on the 
fide or top of a hill 
Fend, to live comfortably 
Ferlie or ferly, to wonder; a 
wonder, a term of contempt 
Fetch, to pull by fits | 
Fetch't, pulled intermittently 


Fidge, to fidgit 

Fidgin, fidgeting 

Fier, found, healthy ; a bros» 
ther, a friend | 

Fient, fiend, a petty oath 

Fiſsle, to make a ruſtling noile, 
to fidget; a buſtle 

Fit, a foot 

Fittie lan', the near horſe of 
the hindmoſt pair in the 
plough 

Fizz, to make à hiſſing noiſe 
like fermentation 

Flatterin', flattering 

Flainen, flannel 

Fleeſh, a fleece 

Fleg, a kick, a random blow 

Fling in- tree, a piece of timber 
hung by way of partition be- 
tween two horſes ina liable; 
a flail | 

Fleech, to ſupplicate in a 
flattering manner 

Fleechin, ſupplicating 

Flether, to decoy by fair 
words | 

Fletherin, flattering 

Flitchter, to flutter, as young 
neſtlings when their dam 
approaches 

Flichterin, fluttering 

Fley, to ſcare, to frighten 

Fley'd, frighted, ſcared 

Flifſk, to fret at the yoke - 

Fliſkit, fretted | 

Flinders, ſhreds, broken pie- 
ccs 

Flitter, to vibrate like the 
wings of ſmall birds 


Flittering, fluttering, vibrat- 


ing ; | 
Flunkie, a ſervant in livery 
Flyin, flying 


Foamin, foaming 


Forbears, forefathere 


[ 260 ] 


Foord, a ford 

Forbye, beſides 

Forfairn, diſtreſſed, worn out, 
jaded 


Forgather, to meet, to en- 


counter with 
Forgie, to forgive 
F ore ket, jaded with fatigue 
Forman, forming 
Fou, full, drunk 
Fow, a buſhel, &c, 
Foughten, eroubled, haraſſed 
Fra, from 
Freath, froth 
Frien”,. friend 


Fud, the ſcut of the hare, 


coney, &c: 
Fuff, to blow intermittently 
Fuff't, did blow 
Fur, a furrow. 
Furm, a form, a bench 
Funnie, full of merriment 
Fyfteen, fifteen 


"Fyke, trifling cares; to pid- 


dle, to be in a fuſs about 
* triflcs — 


' © Pyle, to foil, to dirty 


Fyl't, ſoiled, dirticd 
E 


| AB, the mouth; to 
peak boldly or pertly 

Gac, to go, geed, went; goen 
or gane, gone, gaun, going 

Gait, or gate, way, manner, 

|. road. | 

Gang, to go, to walk 

Gar, to make, to prove to 

Gar't, forced to 

Garten, a garter 

Gaſh, wile, ſagacious, talka- 
tive - 

. Gaſhin, converſing 


| Gow 'd, Brock 


Gatherin, gathering 

Gaucy, jolly, large 

Gear, riches, goods of any 
kind 


Geck, to toſs the head in wan- 


tonneſs or ſcorn 
Ged, a pike 
Gentles, great folks 
Geordie, 2 guinea 
Get, a child, a young one 


| Ghaiſt, a ghoſt 


Gie, to give, gied, gave, gie'n, 
given 

Cillie,- dimin. of gill 

Gimmer, a ewe, from one to 
two years old 

Gin, if, againſt 

Giftie, or gift 

Gi pſy, 2 young girl 

Girn, to grin, to twiſt the fea» 
tures in rage, agony, &c. 

Gizz, a periwig 

Glib-gabbet, that ſpea ks 
fmoothly and readily 

Gley, a ſquint; to fquint, 
Agley, off at a lide wing 

Glaiz'e, glittering, ſmooth like 
glaſs 

Glaikit, inattentive, fooliſh 


 Gleg, ſharp, ready 


Glint, to peep, glinted, peeped, 
glintin, pee ping 

Gloamin, the twilight 

Glowr, to ſtare, to look; a 
fare, a look 

Glowi'd, looked, ſtared 

Glowrin, ttaring 

Gluach, a frown; to frown 

Gowd, gold 

Gowan, the flower of the daify, 
dandelion, hawk weed, &. 

Gowft, the game of golf; to 


ſtrike. as the bat dies the ball | 


at golf 


| or | 


Gowk, 2 3 & term of 
contempt 


„ Gowl, to howl 


Gowling, howling 


 Gracefu?, graceful 
. Crane or grain, 2 groan; to 


groan 

Grain'd, groaned 

Graining, groaning 

Graith, accoutrements, dre ſs, 
furniture 


I to grope, grapit, grop- 


Cie 2 pronged inſtrument 
for cleaning ſtables 

Graunie, a grand mother 

Great, intimate, familiar 

Gratefu', grateful 


Gree, to agree, 2 bear the gree, 


to be decidedly victor 


Gree't, agreed 


Greet, to ſhec te art, to weep 


- Greetin, crying, weeping 


Grievin, grieving 

Grippet, eat c hed, ſeized 

Griltle, griſtle 

Croat, to get the whifile of 
one's great, to Play « loſing 
game 

Grozet, a gooſeberry 

Grouſome, loathſomely, grim 

Grumphie, a ſow 

Grumph, a grunt; to grunt 

Grun', ground at the mill 

Grunitane, a grindſtone 

Gruſhie, thick of growth 

Gruntle, the phizz, a grunting 
noiſe 

Gude, the Sur REMZ BEING, 
good 

Guid, good, guid-mernin, good 
morrow, gd cen, good 
evening 


Cuidman, and Guidwife, the 
maitex and miltreſs of the 
houſe, Young Guidman, 
man newly married 

Guidfather, Guidmither, fa- 
ther-in-law. and mother-in- 
law © 

Gully, or gullie, a large knife 

Gumlie, muddy 

Guitie, taſteful 


H 


A', hall 
Ha' Bible, the great 
bible that lies in the hall 
Hae, to have | 


Haen, bu the partitciple 
a 


Haet, fent baet, a petty oath of 
negation, nothing 

Haffet, the temple, the fide 
of the head 

Heffiins, nearly half, partly 

Haggis, @ kind of pudding 
boiled in the ſtomach of a 
cow or ſheep 


Hag, à ſcar or gulph in-moſſes 


or moors 

Haith, a petty oath 

Hain, to ſpare, to ſave, hain'd, 
ſpared 


FHairſt, harveſt 


Hal', or hald, an abiding place 


Hale, whole, tight, healthy 


Hallan, a particular partition 
wall in a cottage. 

Hams, home, Hameward, 

hame ward 

Hamely, homely, affable 

Han”, or haun, hand 

Hap, an outer garment, plaid, 
mantle, &c, to wrap, te 
cover 


E 


Hap - ſte p-an \.lowp, hop, Kip, 
and leap 

Happing, hopping | 

Happer, # hopper 

Harkit, hearkened 

Haitit, haſtened 

Haſh, a ſot 

Haud, to hold 


Hzvehs, low-lying rich lands, 


valleys 

Haurl, to drag, to peel 

Haurl'n, peeling 

Haverel, a half. witted perſon 

Havins, good-manners, deco- 
rum, good ſenſe 

Hawkie, a cow, properly one 
with a white face 

Hearſe, hoarſe 

Heather, heath 

H apit, heaped 

Healſome, healthful, 
ſome 

Hear't, hear it 

Hech! Oh! Strange ! 

Hecht, to foretell ſomething 
that is to be got or given 

Heeze, to elevate, to raiſe 

He llim, the rudder or helm 

Herd, one who tends flocks 

H-rrin, herring 

Herry, to plunder, moſt pro- 
perly to plunder birds neits 

Herryment, plundering, de- 

vaſta tion | 

Herſel, herſelf 

Het, hat 

Heugh, a crag, a coal pit 

Himſel, himſelf 

Hing, to hang 

Hilch, to hobble, to halt 

Hilchin, halting 

Hirpil, to walk crazily, to 
creep, hirplin, creeping. 


wholes- 


Hiſſel, ſo many cattle as one 
perſon can attend them 

Hiſtie, dry, chapt, barren 

Hitch, 2 loop, a knot 

Hoddin, the motion of a ſage 
countryman riding on a cart 
horſe 

Hog-ſcore, 2 kind of diſtance 
line, in curling, drawn acroſs 
the rink 

Hozp-ſhouther, a kind of hotſe- 
play by juſtling with the 
ſhoulder ; to juſtle 


Hool, onter ſkin or caſe 


Hoolie, ſlowly, leiſurely 
Hoord, a hoard, to hoard 
Hoorder, hoarder« 

Horn, a ſpoon made of horn 


. Hornie, one of the many names 


of the Devil 
Hott, or hoaſt, to cough; 
2 ing. coughing 
Hove, to heave, to ſwell 
Hov'd, heaved, ſwelled 
Houghmag-ndie, fornication 


Howe, hollow, à hollow, or 


dell 


How. back t. ſ unk in the back, | 


ſpoken of a hire, &c. 


Howdie, a midwife 


Howk, to dig, howwkit, digged, 


boewhin, digging 
Houſie, dimin, of houſe 
Hoy, to urge, Hoyt, urged 
Hoyſe, a pull upwards 
Hoyte, to amble craz ly 
Hurdies, the loins, the crup- 
per 


Huzhoc, dimiz, of Hugh 


7 


-- 
— OR | 


Jink ir 
Jinker 

84 
Jinglin 
Jirt, a 
Jocke le 
Jok in, 


up- 
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5 in i 
ler-oe, a great grand- 
child 

Icker, an ear of corn - 


| Iik or ilka, each, every 


Ill-wilie, ill-natured, mali- 
cious, niggardly 

Indentin, indenting 

Ingle, fire, fire- place 

Iogine, genius, ingenuity 

I'ſe, 1 ſhall or will 

Ither, other, one another 


1 5 


Ab, jade; alſo 2 familiar | 


term among . countrytolks 
for a giddy young girl 
Javk, to dally, to trifle 
Jaukin, trifling, dallying 
Jaup, a jerk of water; to jerk 
as agitated water 
Jaw, _ coarle raillery ; to pour 


out, to ſpurt, to jerk, as 


water 

Jillet, a jilt, a giddy girl 

imp to jump; ſlender in the 
waiſt, handſome 

Jink co dodge, to turn 2 
corner; a ſudden turning a 
corner | 

Jinkin, dodging 

Jinker, that turns quickly, a 
gay ſprightly girl, a wag 

Jinglin, jingling 

Jt, e ö 

Jocteleg, a kind of knife 

Jokin, joaking 


Jouk, to ſloop, to bow the 
head ö a 
Jow, to joco, a verb which in- 
cludes both the ſwinging 
motion and pealing ſound of 

2 large bell b 
Joyfu', joyſul 
Jundie, to juſtle 
Jumpit, did jump 
Jumpin, jumping 


K 
AE, à daw 
Kail, coleworts, a kind 
broth 5 


Kailrunt, cke ſtem of the cole- 
wort 


Kain, fowls, &c. paid as rent 


by a farmer 

Kebbuck, a cheeſe 

Keek, a peep; to peep 

Keepit, kept | | 

Kelpies, a fort of miſchievous 
ſpirits, ſaid to haunt fords 
and ferries at night, eſpe- 
cially. in ſtorms | 

Ken, to know, Lend Ken't, 
knew | - 

Kennin, a ſmall matter 

Ket, a matted, hairy fleece of 
wool 

Kilt, to truſs up the cloaths 

Kin'; kind, kindred: | 

King's-hood, a certain part of 
the entrails of an ox, &c. 

Kimmer, à young girl, a gof- 
ſip 5 


Kirn, the harveſt ſupper, as . 


churn; to churn | 

Kitchen, any thing that eats 
with bread; to ſerve for 
ſoup, gravy, &. 


E Prez 3 — 


awry. a — Z oo 
— 


Kittle, to tickle; tickliſn, 
likely ä 

Kittlin, a young cat 

Kiutle, te cuddle 


_ Kiutlin, cuddling 


Knowe, 


Kiaugh, carking anxiety 
Kirſen, to chriſten | 
Kiſt, cheſt, a ſhop-counter 
Knaggie, like knags or points 
of rocks 
Knappin-hammer, a hammer 
for 1 ſtones 
ſmall round hil- 
— lock 


' Kye, cows - 


Kythe, to diſcover, to bew 
one's ſelf 

KYLE, a diſtrict of Ayrſhire 

Kyte, the belly 


Lis” 


ADDIE, FRE of lad 
Laggen, the angle be- 
tween the fide and bottom 
of a wooden diſh 
Laigh, low 
Laith, loathg 
Laithfu', baſh ful, ſheepith 
Lairing, wading and ſinking, 
in ſnow, mud, & c. 
Lallans, 


Lallen, Lowland, 
Scotch dialect 

Lambie, dimia. of lamb 

Lampit, a kind of ſhell-fiſh 

Lan”, land, earn 5 * 

Lane, lone, my lane, thy 
&c. myſelf alone, &c. thy- 
ſelf alone, &cc. 

Lanely, lonely 

Lang, long, to think lang, to 
long, to weary | 

Lap, did leap 


Limpit, limp'd, hobbled 


| Lint, flax, lint in the bell, flax 


Loan, the place of milking 
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Lapfu', lapful : 

Lave, the reſt, the remainder, 
the others 

Laverock, the lark 

Laughin, laughing Fs 

Lawfu', lawful © 

Leal, loyal, true, faithful 


Loea'e, to leave 


Lear, pronounce _ uw 


ing 
Lee-lang, live-long 


Leeze me, a phraſe of con- 


.gratulatory endearment 
Leiſter, a three-pronged dart 
for ſtriking fiſh + 
Leugh, did laugh 
Leuk, a look, to look 
Lightly, ſneeringly, to ſneer 
at 


Limmer, 


a kept miſtreſs, a 
ſtrumpet f 


Lift, the ſky 

Lilt, a ballad, a tune ; ; [to flog 
Link, to trip. along 

Linkin, tripping 

Linn, a water-fall 


in flower | 
Lintwhite, er 
Livin, living 


Loof, the palm of the hand 

Looves, plural of of 

Lowe, a nag ; to flame 

Lowin,. flaming. 

Lowſe, to looſe 

Lows'd, looſed 

Loot, did let 

Loun, a fellow, a ragamulſin, 
2 woman of eaſy virtue 

Lowrie, abbreviatiog of Law- 
re nce Y 

Lug, the ear, 2 bandle 


Ne 


neer 


's, 2 
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Lunt, a column of ſmoke ; to 


ſmoke 

Luntin, ſmoking 

Lunch, a large piece of cheeſe, 
felh, G6 | 

Lum, the chimney 

Lyart, 
grey 


M 


AE, more 
Mair, more 
Maiſt, moſt, almoſt 
Maiſtly, moſtly 
Mak, to make, makin, mak- 


ing 
Mallie, Molly 

Mang, among 

Ma;teele, a mantle 

Mar's year, the rebellion A. D. 


171 

A this and ſeve- 
ral other nouns, which in 
Engliſh require an s to form 
the plural, are in Scotch lite 
the words ſheep, deer, the 
ſame in bot) numbers 


Maſk, to maſh, as malt, & c. 
 Maſkin-pat, a tea pot : 


Maſhlum, meſlin, mixed corn 
Maukin, a hare 
Ma un, muſt 


- Mavis, the truſh 


Maw, to mow, main, mow- 
ing 

Meere, a mare 

Mell, to meddle 

Melanchelius, mournful 


Melvie, to ſail with meal 


Men', to mend 
Menſe, good manners, deco- 
rum 


Menſeleſs, ill-bred, rude, im- 
0 


pudent 


of a mixed colour, 


Meſſin, a ſmall dog 


Middin, a dunghill 
Middeu-hole, 2 gutter at the 
bottom of the dunghill 


Mim, prim, affectedly meek 
Mindfu', mindful 


Mia', mind, remembrance 

Mind't, mind it, reſolved, in- 
tending 

Minnie, mother, dam 


Miſteuk, miſtook 


Miſca', 


to abuſe, to call 
names , 


| Miſca'd, abuſed - 


Miſlear'd, miſchievous, un- 
mannerly 

Mither, a mother 

Mixtie-maxtie, confuſedly 
mixed | 

Moiſtify, to moiiten 

Mony, or monie, many 

Moop, to nibble as a ſheep 

Moorlan, of or belonging to 
moors 

Morn, the next day, to-mor- 
row 

Mottie, full of motes 

Mougiewort, 2 mole 

Mournfu', mouraful 

Mou, the mouth 

Mouſie, dimin. of mouſe 

Muckle, or meikle, great, big, 

much 

Muſtin-kail, broth compoſed 
ſimply of water, ſhelled bar» 

ley and greens | 

Muſie, dimin. of muſe- 

Mutchkin, an Engliſh pigt- 

Myſel, my ſelf | 


N 


A, no, not, nor 
Nae, no, not any 


Naig, a horſe b 

Nane, none 

Naething, or naithing, nothing 

Neebor, a neighbour 

Needfu', needful 

Negleckit, neglected 

Neuk, | nook 

Nieſt, next 

Nieve, the fiſt 

Nie vefu', handful 

Niffer, an exchange; to ex- 
change, to barter | 

Niger, a negroe - 

Nine tailed cat, a hangman's 
cat 

Nit, a nut : 

Norland, of or belonging to 
the North 

Nor-weſt, North-weſt 

Notic't, noticed 

Noteleſs, unnoticed, ne 

Nowte, black cattle 


O 


K 
| Oberin, obſerving 
Ony, or onie, any 
Or, is often uſed for ere, N 
O't, of it 
Ourie, ſhivering, doping 
Ourſel, or ourſels, ourſelves 
8 Outler, not houſed 
Owre, over, too 
Owre hip, a way of fetching 
a blow with a hammer over 
the arm 


* 


twelve ones of wool 
Painch, paunch 
Paitrick, a partridge 


ACK, intimate, familiar; 
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Pang, to cram. 


Parritch, oatmeal pudding, 2 

well known Scotch diſh 
Parliamentin, at parliament 
Pat, did put; a pot 


Pattle, or pettle, 2 plough- 


ſtaff 

Paukie, cunning, fly ; 

Paughty, proud, haughty 

Pay't, paid, beat 

Pech, to fetch the breath ſhort, 
as in an aſthma 

Pechan, the ys the. ſto- 
mach 

Peelin, peeling 

Penſivelie, penſively 

Pet, a domeſticated ſheep, 
c. 

Pettle, to cheriſh; 2 plough- 
Raf | 


Phraiſe, fair ſpeeches, fla:»:ry, 


to flatter 
Phraiſin, flattery 5 
Pickle, a ſmall quantity - 
Pine, pain, uneaſineſs 
Pit, to put | 
Plack, an old Scotch coin 
Plackleſs, pennyleſs 


Placad, à public proclamation 


Platie, 'dimin, of plate 
Plew, or pleugh, a plough 
Pliſkie, a trick 

Plumpit, did plump 

Poortith, poverty 

Pou, to pull 

Pou't, did pull 

Pouſſie, a hare or cat 

Pouk, to pluck 

Powther, or pouther, powder 
Pouthery, like powder 

Pout, a poult, a chicken 
Pow, the head, the ſkull 
Pownie, a little horſe 
Prayin, praying 
Pridefu*, proud, ſaucy 
Preen, 2 25 


byy my ba . 


rt, 


to- 


ion 


der 


* * * 
3 * 
. * 
2 * 
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Prie, to taſte 

Prie'd, taſt ed 

Prent, print 

Prief, proof 

Prig, to cheapen, to diſpute 

Priggin, cheapening 

Primſie, demure, preciſe 

Propone, to lay down, to pro- 
poſe 


Proveſes, provoſts 


Pryin, prying 

Pund, pound, pounds 

Puddin, pudding 

Pyle, a pyle & caf, a ſingle 
grain of chaff 


Q 


UAT, to quit 
Oak, to quake 


Quakin, quaking 
Quey, a cow from one hg to 


(wo years old 


AGW EE, the plant rag- 


Wart 
Raible, to rattle nonſenſe 
Rair, to roar, rair't, roared, 
rairing, roaring 
Raize, to madden, to enflame 
Ram-feezl'd, fatigued, over- 
ſpent - 
Ramblin, rambling. | 
Ram-ſtam, forward, thovght- 
leſs 
Rantin, ranting 
Rarely, excellent, very well 
Raſh, a ruſh, raſb ba, a buſh 
of "ruſhes 
Ratton, a rat 
Raucle, raſh, ſtout, fearleſs 
0-4 


Raught, reached 

Raw, a row 

Rax, to ſtretch 

Ream, cream 

Reave, to rob 

Rede, counſel; to counſel 

Red-wud, ſtark- mad 

Reck, to heed 

Receivin, receiving 

Ree, half drunk, fuddled 

Reek, ſmoke; to ſmoke, ree- 
kin, ſmoking, reekit, ſmok- 
ed, ſmoky 

Reeſt, to ſtand reſtive 

Reeſtit, ſtood reſtive, ſtunted, 
W. there 0-5. 

Reft, torn, ragged 


 Refus't, refuſe it 


Remarkin, remarking 

Remead, remedy _ 

Requ:t, requital 

Reſtricked, reſtricted 

Ridin, riding 

Rig, a ridge 

Rin, to un, to melt; rinnir, 
running 

Rink, the courſe of the ſtonee, 
a term in curling 

Rip, a handful of unthreſhed 
corn, &. 

Riſkit, made a no: fe like the 
tcaring of roots 

Roam 'n, roamin 

Rood, Hand. 22 e for the 
plural roods 

Roon, a ſhred, a remnant 

Rooſe, to praiſe, to commend 

Roun”, round, in the circle of. 
neighbourhood 

Roupet, hoarſe, as with a cold 

Rowte, to low, to bellow 

Rowtin, lowing 

Rowth, plenty 

Rowe, to roll, to wrap 

Row't, rolled, wrapped 


Roꝛet, rozen 
Rhymin, rhyming 
ERKRung, a cudgel 
Runkl'd, wrinkled 
Ruſtlin, ruſtling 


Runt, the ſtem of colewort or 


cabbage | 
- = © 


? Q, Is 

8 Sae, ſo 

Sa ft, ſoft | 

Sair, to ſerve; fore 

Sairly or ſairlie, ſorcly 

Sairt, ſerved 

Sang, a ſong 

Sark, a ſhirt 

Sarkit, provided in ſhirts 

Saugh, the willow 

Saul, foul | 

Seunt, 2 ſaint 

Saumont, falmon 

Savt, falt, ſautet, ſalted 

Saw, to fow 

Saw'n, fowing 

Sax, fix R 

Star, to ſcare „ 

ges uld, to ſcold, ſcaulding, 
ſcolding By 

Scawl, a ſcold 

Scaud, to ſcauld 

Scaur, apt to be ſcared 

Scone, à kind of bread 

Scornfu', ſcornful | 

 Sconner, 4 loathing; to lothe 
S:raich, to ſcream a: @ ben, 

partridge, &c. 

 Scraichin, ſcreaming 

Screechin, ſcreeching 

Screed, to tear; à rent 

Scrieve, to glide ſwiftly along 

Scrieven, glceſomely, |wiftly 

 $-rimp, to ſcant,” ſcrimper, did 
ſcant, ſcanty — 

See'd, did fee 

S:iz n, ſejzing 
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Sel, ſelf, a body's fel, one's 
ſe}f alone 


Sell't, did fell 


Sen', to ſend, ſen't, ſend it 

Servan”, ſervant 44 ay 

Sets, ſets aff, goes away | 

Settlin, ſettling, to get à ſettlin, 
to be frighted into quietneſs 

Shaird, a ſhred, ſhard 

Shangan, a ſtick cleft at one 
end for putting the tail of a 
dog, &c. into, by way of 
miſchief, or to frighten him 
away | 


| Shaver, a humorous wag, 2 


barber 

Shaw, te ſhow, a ſmall wood 
in a hollow place 

Sheen, bright ſhining 

Sheep-ſhank, to !Þink ene's ſelf 
nae ſbeeþ-ſbank, to be con- 
ceited 

Sherra- moor, Sherriff. moor, 
the famous battle fought in the 
Rebelli;n, A. D. 1718. 

Sheugh, 2 ditch, a trench 

Shill, ſhrill 

Shog, a ſhock 


_ Shool, a ſhoyel 


Shoon, ſhoes 
Shootin, ſhooting 
Shore, to offer, to threaten 


' Shor'd, offered 
 Shouther, the ſhoulder 


Sic, ſach | 

Sicker, ſure, ſteady 

Sidelias, ſidelong, flanting 

Siller, ſilver, money 

Simmer, ſummer 

Sin', ſince 

Sin, a fon 

Sinfu*, ſinful 

Sinkin, ſinking 

Sittin, fitting 

Skaith, to damage, teinjure; 
injury 
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nick, the latchet of 2 deor 


Skelp, to ſtrike, to flap; t 
walk with a mart 9 
ſtep; a ſmart ſtroke 

Skelpie-limmer, a technical 
term in female ſcolding 


Skelpin, flapping, walking 
ſmartly 

Skiegh, proud, nice, high- 
mettled 

Skirl, to ſhriek, to cry ſhrilly 

SkirPt, ſhricked 


Skirling, ſhrieking, crying 

Sklent, flantz to run aflant, 
to deviate. from truth 

Sklented, ran or hit in an 
oblique direction 

Sklentin, ſlanting 

Skriegh, a ſcream; 

Siade, did ſlide 

Slae, ſloe 

Slap, a gate, a breach in a fence 

Slaw, flow 

Siee, ly, Meet, ſlyeſt 

Sleekit, ſleek 

Sliddery, ſlippery 

Slype, 
row from the plough 

Slypet, fell 

Sma', ſmall 


to ſcream 


Smeddum, duſt, powder, met- 


tle, ſenſe 
Smiddy, ſmithy 
Smoor, to i{mother, 
ſmothe red 


moor d, 


Smoutie, ſmutty, obſcene, ugly 


Smytrie, a numerous collection 
ot ſmall individuals 
Snaſh, abuſe, Billingſgate 
Snaw, ſnow, to now 
Sna wie, ſnowy 
Snaw-broo, melted ſnow 
Sned, to lop, to cut off 
Snell, bitter, biting 
Sneeſhin. ſauff, neeſbiu- mill, 
nuff-bex 
O 3 


* 


to fall over as a wet furs 


Snick-drawing, trick-contriv- 
ing 
Snool, one whoſe ſpirit is bro- 


ken with oppreſſive ſlavery; 
to ſubmit tamely, to ſneak 
Snoove, to go ſmoothly and 
conſtantly, to ſneak 
Snoov't, went ſmoothly 
Snowk, to ſcent. or ſnuff as 4 
dig, horſe, &c. 
Snowkit, ſcented, ſnuſfed 
Sobbin, "ſobbing 


Sonſie, having ſweet engaging 


looks; lucky, jolly 
Soom, to ſwim 
Sootie, footy 
Svoth, truth, a petty oath 
Souple, flexible, ſwift 
Souter, a ſhocmaken 


Sowther, ſolder; to ſolderz 
to cement 
Sowp, a ſpoonſul, a ſmall. 


quantity of any thing liquid 
Sowth, to try over a tune 
with a low whiſtle 
Spae, to propheſy, to divine, 
Spak, did ſpeak 
Spunkie, mettleſome, fiery, 
will o' wiſp or ignts fatuus 
Spairge, to daſh, to foil as 
ewith mire . 
Sparin, ſparing | 
Spaviet, having the ſpavin 
Spaul, a limb 
Speakin, ſpcaking _ 
Speat, a ſweeping torrent after 
rain or thaw 
Speel, to climb 
Spence, the country parlour 
Spier, to aſk, to enquire 
Spier't, enquired 
Spitefu', ſpiteful 
Splatter, a ſplutter; to ſplutter 
Spleuchan, a tobacco pouch 
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Splore, a frolic, a riot, a noiſe 

Sportin, ſporting 

Spratile, to ſcramble 

Spreckl'd, ſpotted, ſpeckled 

Spring, a quick air in muſic, 
a Scotch reel 

Sprit, a tough rooted: plant 
ſomething like ruſhes 

Sprittie, full of ſprits 

Springin, -ſp: inginz 

Spunk, fire, mettle, wit 

Squad, a crew, a party 

Squatter, to utter in water 
as a wild duck, &. 

Squattle, to ſpraw! 

Squeel, a ſcream, a ſere ech, 
to ſcream 

Stacher, to ſtagger 

Stack, a rick of cern, hay, &c. 

Staggie, dimin. of ſtag 


Stan“, to ſtand; an', aig 


ſtand - 
Stane, a ſtone 
Startle, to run as Cattle flung 

by the gadfly 
Starvin, Nu 
Startin, ſtarting 
Stank, a pool of ſtanding v Wa- 
ber 
Stark, ſtout | 
See, did ſteal; to ſurfeit 
Sta umrel, bal-witted 
Stap, to ſtop 
Stampin, ſtamping 
Stech, to cram the'belly 
Stechin, craming 
Stell, a ſtill 
Sten, to rear as an hotſe 
Sten't, reared 
Stey, ſteep, fleyeſt, ſteepeſt 
Steer, to moleſt, to ſtir 
Stents, tribute, dues of any 
kind | 
Steek, to ſhut; a ſtitch 
Steeve, firm, compacted 
Stibble, ſtubble, Aale, the 


reaper, in harveſt, who 
takes the lead 

Stick an' ſtow, totally, alto- 
gether 

Stilt, a crutch; to halt, to 
limp f 2 

Stimpart, the eighth part of a 
Wincheſter buſhel 


 Stitk, a cow, or DANCE 2 year 


old 

Stock in, ſtocking. 

Stock, a plant of colewort, 
cabbage, &c. 

Stoor, ſounding hollow, firong 
and hoarſe 

Stot, an ox 

Stoup or ſtowp, a kind of jug 

or diſh with a handle 

Stown, ſtolen 

Stownlins, by ſtealth 


'Strapan, tall and handſome 


Striddle, to ſtraddle 
Stroan, to ſpout, to piſs. 
Stroan't, ſpouted, piſſed 


Strewin, ſirewing 
| Strae, ſtraw, to die a fair flrac 


death, to die in bed 

Strack, did ſtrike 

Stra ek. ſtretched, to ſtretch, 
” ſtreatit, ſtretched 

Stoure, duſt, more far ticularly 
duſt i in motion 

Straught, ſtreight 

Stringin, ſtringing 


Straik, to ſtroke, ſtraikit, 


Rroked 


Strunt ; pirituous liquor of any. 


kind; to walk fturdily 
Stuff, corn, or pulſe of any 
kind | 
St umpie, dimin. of ſtump 
Studdie, an anvil 
Sturt, trouble; to meleſt 
Sturtin, frighted 
Sucker, ſugar 
Sud, ſhould 
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Sugh, the continual ruſhing 
noile of wind or water 
Suthron, Southern, an old 
name for the Engliſh nation 
Swaird; ſward 
Swall'd, ſwelled - 
Swap, an exchange; 
Swat, did ſweat 
Swank, ſtately, jolly 
Swankie, or ſwanker, a tight 
(rapping young fellow or 
girl 
Swatch, a ſample 
Swervin, {werving | 
Sweer, lazy, averſe, dead- 
leveer, extremely averſe 
Sweatin, ſweating 
Swinge, to beat, to Whip 
Swingein, beating, whipping 


to barter 


Swul, a curve, an eddying 
blaſt or pool, a knot in 
wood 


Swirlie, knagey, full of knots 


Swither, to heſitate in choice; 
an itreſolute wavering in 
choice , 

Swith! get away! 


Swoor, ſwore, did ſwear 
Syne, ſince, ago, then 


'F 


AE, a toe, three tae'd, 
having three prongs 
Tak, to take, takin, taking 
Talkin, talking 
Tangle, a ſea weed 
Tap, the top 
Tap:tlels, hecdleſs, fool ſh 
Tapſalteeric, topſy-turvy 
Tarrybreeks, a ſailor 
Tarrow, to murmur at one's 
allowance : 
Tarrow't, murmured 
Tauld, or cald, told 


Taupie, 2 fooliſh, thoughtleſs 
young perſon 


Thick, intimate, familiar 


Thinkin, thinking 


Thraw, 


Thra wn, 


hhreſhin, thraſhing 


Tauted, or tautie, matted' 
together, ſpoken of hair or 
<wool 

Tawie, that allows eſelf peace- 
ably to be handled, ſpoken of 
a horſe, coav, &c. | 

Teat, ſmall quantity 

Tearfu- „ tearful 

Tent, a field-pulpit, 
caution; to take heed 

Tentie, beedful, cautious 

Tentleſs, heedleſs 

Ten hours bite, alight feed to 
the horſcs while in the Ts 
in the forenoon 

Teugh, tough, teughly, toughly | 

Thack, thatch, hack an' rape, 

cloathing, neceſſaries 

Thae, theſe | 

Thankit, thanked 

Thank fu' „ thankful 

Thairms, ſmall guts, fiddle- 
fringe a | 

Thegither, together 

Themſel, themſelves - 


heed, 


Thicveleſs, cold, dry, ſpited, 
polen of a perſon? 1 demeanour 


Thir, theſe 
'Thirl, to thrill | 
Thirl'd, thrilled, vibrates 


Thole, to ſuffer, to endure 
Thowe, a thaw; to thaw 
Thouleſs, lack, " lazy © | 


Thrang, throng, a croud 

to ſprain, to twiſt, 

to contradict 

ſprained, 
contradicted : 

Thrawin, twiſting, 8c, 

Tarcap, to maintain by dint 
of aſſertion 


- twiſted, 


Threteen, thirteen 
Thriſsle, thiſtle 


Through, to go on with, to 

make out | 
Throuther, pell-mell, 
. 

Thud, to make a loud, inter- 
mittent noiſe 

Thurnpin, thumping 

Thumpit, thumped 

Thyſel, thyſelt 

„„ 

Tine, to loſe, tint, loſt 

Timmer, timber, Jimmer- 
_propt, propped with timber 

Tinkler, a tinker 

Tip, a ram 

Tirl, to make a flight e 
to uncover 

Tirlin, uncovering 

Tippence, two-pence 

Tittle, to whiſper - 

Tittling, whiſpering 


contu- 


Pither, the other 


Tocher, 2 marriage poi tion 

Tod, a fox 

Toddle, to totter I: ke the walk 
of a child 

Toddlin, tottering 

Toom, empty 

Toop, a ram 

Tout, the blaſt of a horn or 
trumpet; to blow a horn, 


&c. 


Toun, * Hamlet, 2 farm- houſe _ 


Tow, a rope 

Towmond, a twelvemonth 

Towzie, rough, ſhaggy 

Toy, a very old-faſhion of ſe- 
male head - dre ſs : 

Toyte, to totter like old age 


Tranſmugrify'd, tranſmigrat- 
ed, me tamorphoſed 
Traſhtrie, traſh 


Trickie, full of tricks 
Trig, ſpruce, neat 
Trimly, excellently 
3 5 


Virl, 
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| Trow, to believe 


Trowth, truth, 
Tryin, trying 
Try't, tryed 
Tug, raw hide, of which, in 
old times, plough traces were 
frequently made 
Tu]zfe, a quarrel ; 
to fight 
Tunefu', tuneful 
T wa, two 
Twa-three, a few 
*'T'wad, it would | 
Twal, twelve, Taoalpernte- 
evorth, a ſmall quantaty, a 
penny-worth 
Twin, to part 


Tyke, a dog 


a petty oath 


to quarrel, 


| U 
NCARING, diſregarding 


Uncos, news 
Unco, Arange, uncouth, very 
great, prodigious 
Undoin, undoing 
Unkenn'd, unknown 
Unſkaith*d, undamaged, unhurt 
Upo', upon 


V 


AP'RIN, va pour: ng 
Vera, very | 
a ring round a column, 


&c. 


W 


A', wall, Pa's, walls 
Wabſter, a weaver 
Wad, would, tobet; a bet, a 


pledge 
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Wadna, would not 
Wae, woe; ſorrowful 


Waefu', woeful 


Waeſucks f or waes me ales! 

O the pity! 

Waſt, the woof 

Wailie, ample, large, jolly, 
alſo an interjeftion of dif- 
treſs 

Wailfu', wailing 


Wair, to lay out, to expend 


Wale, choice; to chuſe 

Wal'd, choſe, choſen 

Wame, the belly, Wameſou, 
a bellyfull 

Wanchancie, unlucky 


Wanreſtfu', reſtleſs 


Warl, or warld, world 

Warly, worldly, eager on 
ama ſſing wealth 

Wark, work 

Wark-lume, a tool to work 
with 

Warſt, worſt 


Warran, a warrant; to wir- 


rant 
Warlock, a wizzard 
WarttPd, or warfl'd, wreſtle 
Wat, wet; 1 wat, F wot, I 
know 


Water-broſe, broſe made of 


meal and water ſimply with- 
out the addition of milk, 
butter, &c. 

Vaitle, a twig, à wand 

Wauble, to ſwing, to reel 

Waukit, thickened, as fullers 
do chith 

Waur, worſe; to wor ſt 

Wam worſted 

Wauken, to awake 

Waſtrie, prodigality 

Wearie, or weary, monie a 
wearie body, many a differ- 
ent perſon 

Weaſon, weaſand 


Wee, little, B”ee-thingr, little 
ones, Wee-bit, a ſmall mat- 
ter 

Weel, well, Weelſare, well- 
fare 

Wean, or weannie, a child 

We'ſe, we'fſhall 


Weet, rain, wetneſs 


Wha, who 

Whalp:t, whelped 

Whang, 2 leathern ſtring, 2 
piece of cheeſe, bread, &c. 
to give the ſtrappado | 

Whare, where, W 
wherever 

Whale, whoſe 

Whatreck, nevertheleſs 

Whaizle, to wheeze 

Wheep, to fly nimbly, to jerk, ; 
pen wheep, ſrnall beer 

W the motion of « hare 
8 but not frighted, & 

e 

Whiddin, running as 2 hare or 
con'e g 

Whigmeleeries, whims, fan- 
cies, crotchets | 

Whiſk, to ſweep, to-laſh 

Whilkit, laſhed: 

Whiſht! filence! to held one'r 
ewhiſht, to be filent | 

Whirlygigums, uſeleſs arna. 
ments, trifling appendages 


125 Whiſsle, a whiſtle; to whiſtle 


Whitter, a hearty. draught of 
liquor : 

Whun-ſtane, a whin-ftane 

Whyles, whiles, fometimes 

Wi', with 

Wick, to ſtrike a ſtone in an 
obli ue direction, a term in 
curlin 

Wiel, a ſmall whirlpool 

Wimple, to meander 

Wimpl't, meandered 

Wimplin, waving, meanderipg 


Win', wind, Nia, winds 

Win', to wind, to winnow 

Win't, winded, as a bottom of 
yarn ECON tg 

Winna, will not 

Winkin, winking 

- Winnack, a window 

Wintle, a ſtaggering motion; 
to ſtagger, to reel 

Winze, an oath 

Withoutten, without 

Wiki, a diminutive or endearing 
term for wife | 

Winſome, gay, hearty, vaunted 

Wiſe, to win | 

Wen'd, hide-bound, dryed, 
ſhruak | AG 

Wonner, 2 wonder, a contemp- 
tuous-appellation 

Wonderfu', wonderful, 

- derfully. 
Woo, wool . 
© Wooer-bab, the ga:ter knotted 


below the knee with a couple 


. 


of loops 
Worſet, worſted 
Wordy, worthy _ 
Wrack, to teaſe, to ve 
Wrang, wrong; to wrong 


Wreeth, a drifted heap of ſnow 


Wraith, a ſpirit, a ghoſt; an 
; apparition exaQly like a live 


is 


Ven- 


aw l 


ing perſon, whoſe appear- 
' ance is faid to forbode the 
perſon's approaching death 
Wud, mad, diſtracted 
Wumble, a wimble 
Wyte, blame; to blame 
Wylicoat, a flennel veſt 


v 


E, this pronoun is fre- 
| quently uſed for Thou 
Year, is uſed for b:th ſing. and 
plur. years 
Yeal ngs, born 

year, Coevals 
Vell, barren, that gives no 
of Pn 
Yerk, to laſh, to perk 
Yerkit, jerked, laſhed 
Yeltreen, yeſternight 
Yill, ale | 
Yird, earth | 
Vourſel, yourſelt 
Vont, beyond 
Vouthfu', youthful 
Yokin, yoking, a bout 
Yowe, a ewe a 
Yowie, dimin, of yowe 
Yule, Chriſtmas 


in the ſame 


